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HALF a dozen rivulets leap down the his own, and the inabili 
western declivity of the Rocky Moun- consequences makes 
i inite; four thousand miles deur of his position ; 


y Missouri debouches into the high 


lt of that or verify an idea: 


result 


inevitable 


works in their he: 
Not at all; but they their heads. 
Socrates felt as 


rivulets propose or 


rivate need to find a 
universal law they his neighbors, what 
So is it this is such account 


Mighty 


‘ ° 
humanity, 
iA that 
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omotive 
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and agents alike. Columbus returns, 
freighted with wondrous tidings, to the 
Spanish shore ; the nation rises and claps 
its hands; the nation kneels to bless its 
gods at all its shrines, and chants its de- 
light in many achoral Te Deum. What, 
then, do they think is gained? Why, El 
Dorado! 


world of gold and silver mines to buy 


Have they not gained a whole 


jewelled cloaks and feathers and frippery 
with ? Have they not gained a cornuco- 
pia of savages, to support new brigades 
at home by their enslavement, and new 
bishoprics abroad by their salvation ? 
Touching, truly, is the childish eagerness 
and bonhommie with which those Span- 
iards in fancy assume, as it were, between 
thumb and finger, this continent, deemed 
to be nothing less than gold, and feed 
with it the leanness of hungry purses; 
and the effect is not a little enhanced by 
the extreme pains they are at to say a 
sufficient grace over the imagined meal. 
“ Oh, wonderful, Pomponius!” shouts the 
“ Upon the 
found 


large-minded Peter Martyr. 
of that earth 
cold, of 


fears to mention!. . 


surface are rude 


masses of a weight that one 
Spain is spreading 
her wings,” ete. He is of the minority 
there, who does not suppose this New 


World a to aid 


him to dinners, dances, and dawdling, or 


Providential donation 


at best to promote his “ glory” and pride 


of social estimation. Even Columbus, 
more magnanimous than most of his con- 
temporaries, is not so greatly more wise. 
] 
discove ry is to aid in the recove ry < f the 
Hi ly ™ P ilchre. 

als that should fall to his share, says his 


iphe r, he 





The noblest use he can conceive for 


With the precious met- 





made 





‘ | 
iracens from Jerusalem. 
this the only instance in which even the 
unong men have sought to clutch 


futures, and wreathe 





the oral d ope ni 
I 





the bea of their 





promise about the 
consecrated graves of the past. “Ser- 
which 


but 


vants of Sepulchres” is a title 


even now, not individuals alone, 


whole nations, may lawfully claim. 
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The Old World, we say, seized upon 
this magnificent new force now thrown 
into history, and harnessed it unsuspi- 
ciously to its own car, as if it could have 
been designed for no other possibli use. 
Happily, however, the design was differ- 
ent, and Providence having a peculiar 
faculty of protecting its own plans, the 
holding of the reins after such a steed 
proved anything but a sinecure. Spain, 
indeed, rode in a high chariot for a time, 
but at length, in that unlucky Armada 
drive, crashed against English oak on the 
ocean highways, and came off creaking 
and rickety, — grew thenceforth ever 
more unsteady,—finally, came utterly to 
the 


and much mishap,—and now the poor 


ground, with contusions, fractures, 


nation hobbles hypochondriacally upon 


crutches, all its brave charioteering sad 


ly 


ended. England drove more considerate- 


ly, but could not avoid fate; so in 1783 
she, too, must let go the rein with som« 
mental disturbance. For the great Des- 
tiny was not exclusively a European 
Providence, — had meditated the estab- 
fresh 


centre on the 


lishment of a and independent 


human western side of 
The excellent citizens of Lon- 
Madrid found themselves in- 
capable of this 
duly pl: 


the sea. 


don and 


crediting until it was 
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utterly hid us; but while natio1 


to see the fact in a more ager 


sentation, it 


may probabl! 





to go into thi 
—Well, 
since, England had committed hers 

America was really 


a part or dependency of Europe 


somewhat less than a 


the propo iti yn, that 


| 
caste Europe, having about the sar 
lation to the Cisatlantic conti | 
the farmer’s barn has to his ] Mild 
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refi s of this modest doctrine having 
npted without success, posters 
I I 

red-letter type were 


Bunker Hill, York- 











te ete., which might be translated 
hus A erica has its own 
t root in the world’s centre, 
ndependent destir yu the Prov- 

hought This important fact, 

ha then and there exploded itself 
into | y, and come to be known and 
read | men, admits now of no dis- 
pute 1 requires no confirmation. It is 


evidently 50. The New World is 


not 
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uld exchange C 
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iver 





and all his moons? Make sure of depth 
and breadth of soul as the national char- 
acteristi then roll up the census col- 
umns 1 roll out a hallelujah for each 


additional thousand 
Thus had the great Genoese been des- 


tined merely to make a new highway on 


the ocean and new lines on the map,—to 


add the pot ito. m ize 


, and tapioca to the 


} ‘ i il 
known list of edibles, and tol » to that 
of narcotics,—to »xplode Spain, gir Eng- 


land a cotton-field, Ireland a hospital, 


Africa a hell. 





ho cans 
f the Pin- 
hores the 
ld! Gola!” 
} 1? + 

i cs - 


the wondrous West; but 





sight of new cerebral sl es and wealth of 
more than golden humanities, that the true 


America is 


So whatever reason we have to assert for 
America a really independent existence 
and d stiny, the same have we for pre- 
dicting an opulence of heart and brain, 
to which West my] airies id Ca nian 
gold shall seem the natural appu tenance. 


And this noble man must | ceWwise 





a new man,—not merely a migrated Euro 
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America. But history fully warrants the 
expectation of a new form of man for 
the new continent. German and Scan- 
dinavian Teutons peopled England ; but 
mere- 


the Englishman is sui generis, not 


exported Teuton 
Bunsen, was peopled by a colony from 
Western Asia ; 


omy of Egypt are peculiar and its 


that 


ly an Egypt, says 
but the genius and physi- 


n. Mr. Pococke will have it 


Greece was a migrated India: it was, of 
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with us. We do not, indeed, tire of old 
friends. A soul whose wealth we ha 


once ret ognized must be ever rik h to us 
Gold turns not to copper by keeping 


rt 
and | erhaps old friends are rather lik 


too old. Yet 


who does not mark in the calendar thos: 


old wine, and can never be 


days wherein he has met a new rich soul, 
that has a physiognomy, a grace and ex- 
pression, peculiarly its own? Even de- 
cided repulsions have also a use. W 

m our neighbors 


whe t our const ien¢ e 
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spectacle of drunken Helots ;—t] 
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Being thus satisfied upon the point of 
pedigree, we may proceed to inquire about 
land has 
He 


organi- 


I'o what inheritance of 
Nature our New 


comes to the country of highest 


invited 


zation, perhaps, upon either hemi 





Brazil and China suggest, but probably 
do not sustain, a rivalry. What is im- 
plied in superior organization will ap- 
j items to be mentioned. 

Central North- 


linary 


pear from the 
1. Elaboration. 


ica is to an extraore decree wi 


. ° . ae i 
out everywhere in careful deta in} 


. » ball 
erate hill 





ren mountain-masses and table-lands, lil 





that vast de rt piateau which stretches 
through Central Asi not struck out 
] blanl like the Ru in sf s and 
t South American // as if Natur 
had wanted leisure to elaborate and fin- 
ca Indeed. tl primary c yns of 
f t 1 large habitability ay tain 
to Al ( i i whol to suc! | re 
th with less than half the extent of the 
Old World, it tually nu rs mor 
acres of fertile soil, and ca yurse 
§ 1a larg popula nm 

4 ’ Between the Rocky Moun- 


ritory, embracing a wider variety of cli- 
mate and production, is thrown into one 
ma broken by no |} ier, than can, 
perhaps, el where be found 


( va 0 same 
extent thrown open and enriched by nat- 
ural hways The fir item under 
this head is a at aan whieh 
is tl t road ace nd | hway ol 


as tha oast is not 
have 


upon the northern bounc 





the open sea upon two si 

ed sea, the string of lakes, occupying a 

space larger than Great Britain and Ire- 

land, and of a form to afford the createst 

and accommodation 
But 


vh; land and sea must be wed- 


amount of coast-line 


. 7 
10on to space. coast-/ine 
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ded as well as approximated. The Doge 
of Venice went annually forth to wed 
the Adriatic in behalf of its queen, and 
to cast into its bosom the symbolic ring ; 
but Nature alone can really join the 


hands of ocean and main. By bays, 





estuaries, ports, spaces of sea lovin: 
shore, 


are conversation and union established 


inclosed by arms of sheltering 
between them. 

“ The sea doth wash out all the ills of 
life,” sings Euripides; and it is, indeed, 
with some penetration of wonder that one 
observes how deep and productive a re- 
lation to man the ocean has sustained. 
Some share in the createst ents rpri es, in 
the finest results, it seldom fails to have. 
Not capriciously did the subtile Greek 

1 Venus 


imagination derive the birth of 
from the foam of the sea; for social love, 





—that vast reticulation of wedlock which 
society is—has commonly arisen not far 
from the ocean-shore. The Persian is 
the only superior civilization, now occur- 
ring to our recollection, which has no 
intimate relation either with river or 
sea; and that pushed inevitably toward 


Now to Eu- 


ve must be conceded the supremacy in 


the Tigris and Euphrates. 
roy 
this single respect, that of 





presenting 
the most intimate coast relation with the 
sea; North America follows next in or- 
der. Africa, washed, but not wedded, by 


] 


the wave, represents the greatest seclu- 
sion,—and has gone into a sable suit in 
her sorrow. 

After the ocean, rivers, which are inte- 
rior highways, claim regard. The Unit- 
ed States have on this side the Rocky 


Mountains more than forty thousand 








miles of river-fl that is, eighty ou- 
sand miles of river-bank,—counting no 
stream of less than one hundred miles in 
length. Europe, in a rer space, has 
but seventeen thousand miles. The 


American rivers are nearly all accessi- 


ble from the ocean, and, owing to the 
gentle elevation of the continent, flow 


at easy declivities, and accordin: 


} 





largely navigable. The Miss 





scends at an average of only eig 


per mile from source to mouth; the Mis- 


[ Octob r, 
souri is said to be navigable to the very 
base of the Rocky Mountains; and these 
monarch streams represent the rivers of 
the continent. Thus here do these high- 
ways of God’s own making run, as it 
were, past every man’s door, and connect 
each man with the world he lives in. 
Rivers await their due celebration. 
We easily see that Nile, Ganges, Eu- 
phrates, Jordan, Tiber, Thames, are 





’ 1: , 


ers of influence in human history, no less 





than water-currents on the earth’s sur- 
face They have borne barks and barges 
that the eye never saw. They hav 


brought on their soft bosoms freight to 


the ities of the brain, as well as to 
Memphis, Rome, London. Some expe- 
rience of their spiritual influence myst 








rhe loved and lovely Merrimac no long- 





er accedes to the writer’s eye, but, as 

of old, glides securely in his 

thoucht,—like a strain of terly musi 
‘ear 


long ago heard, and, when heard, so 


ns with the total 





: ae 
identical in its suggesti 


sigmihcan and 
experience, that 
twin th vd with 
it Was woven to 





Caine an insepara 


ness; so, hearken when one will, after the 


changes and accessions of many peopl ] 
years, and amid the thousand-footed tram- 
he mob of immediate imy ssions 





e and predominant it is heard 


subtly sounding. Deep conversation with 


any river readily interprets to us that ven- 
erable mythus which connects Eden with 
t { rivers of the w 1: as if water 
mu flow here man ts chiefly blest 

But the point here to be emp! lis 
that are the progressiv nd publ 
( n Ss geographi il exp I 


» continent open ; they 


doors and windows, through which tl 
nations look forth upon the world. and 
leave and enter their own househeld 


¥° 


They are the 


every river-mouth chanting ont over 
the sea a perpetual “ Walk in,” to all the 


world. 


senses,—eyes, ears, and speech; for of 


i 


hospitality of the continent, 


Or again, they are geographical 














es 
a 
fe 
ie, 
e- 
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these supreme mediators in the body, 
voice, vision, and hearing, it is the office, 
as of rivers, to open communication be- 
tween the interior and exterior world; 
thev are rivers of access to the outlying 


universe of men and things, which enters 


them, and approaches the soul through 


ited suggestions of sight and 





1. Rivers, lastly, are the geographi- 
} eral 


ul symbol of public spirit, the flowing 


and connecting element, suggesting com- 
mon interests and large Sy stems of ac- 
tion. 

Thus in these characteristics of Vari- 
ous Productiveness, Unity, and Openness 
or Publicity, the continent indicates the 
description of man who may be its fit 
habitant. It suggests a nation vast in 
1umbers and in power, existing not as 
an ageregate of fragments, but as an 


organic unit, the vital spirit of the whole 








prevailing in each of its parts; and con- 
sequently predicts a man suitable for 
wide and yet intimate soc ieties. Let us 
not, however, thoughtlessly jump to ac- 
cept thes < j prognostics ; first let it 
be fully understood what an enormous 
demand they imply. Americans speak 
complacently of their prospective one 
hundred millions of inhabitants; but do 
they bear well in mind that the requisi- 
tion upon the individual is augmented 


by every multiplication and extension of 





the mass ? It is not without sigt ificance, 
that creat empires have uniformly been, 
or become, despotisms. Liberty lives 
only in the life of just principle ; and 
. ' 

F t eight in elephant could not 
be s ed by the skeleton of a ga- 
VA ~ yver, the bones must b« 
] | nat 
ll | W i is 1ionger! SO MUSL 
a vast body politic be permeated by a 
sturdier element of justice than is re- 
rd nutive state It is, in- 

| 
deed f recommendation of our 
fed n of government, that this, 
so far as may be, localizes legislation, 
and thus, by lessening the number of in- 
terests that demand a national consent, 


ly the strain upon the con- 


idement of the whole. Nez 





science 





at hand, the mere good feeling of neigh- 


bors, the companionable sentiment of 
cities and clans, proves a valuable suc- 
cedaneum for that deeper principle 
which is good for all places and times. 
But this sentiment, like gravitation, di- 
minishes in the ratio of the square of 
the distance, and at any considerable re- 
move can no longer be reckoned upon 
as a counter-balance to the lawlessness of 
egotism. Athenians could be pas ably 
just, or at least not disastrously unjust, 
to Athenians; Spartans to Spartans; but 
Sparta must needs oppress the other cit- 


ies of Laconia, while Athens was at best 





a fickle ally; and when Grecian li 
could be strong only in Gre ian union, 
the common sentiment was bankrupted 


by too great a draft upon its resources. 





How far beyond the range of 
neighborhood a free state may go is de- 


termined chiefly by limits in the souls of 
its constituents. At that point where 
equal justice begins to halt, fatioued by 
too long a journey, the inevitable boun- 
daries of the state are fixed. Nor is it 
the mere sentiment of justice alone that 
suflices; but this must be sustained in its 
applications by a certain breadth of na- 
ture, a certain freedom and flexibility, 
akin to the dramatic faculty, which en- 
ables us to enter into the feelings and 
wants of others. Nothing, perhaps, in 
the world can be so unjust as a narrow 


and f 


oid cons it nce be yond its prope I 





range. ‘I he bounds of the state m y; in- 
deed, not pause where the sustenance of 
its integral life fails. But then its ex- 


tension will be purchased with its free- 


dom,—the quality be debased as the quan- 
tity increases. Jelly-fish, and creatures 
of the lowest animation, may Sus i mag- 
nitude of body, not only with a ol 

skeleton, but with none at ; s0- 
ciety of a cold-blooded or bl ‘ ind 
follows the analogy. But these low grades 
of social organization, having some show 
of congruity with the blank levels of 
Russia, can pretend to none with the 
continent we inhabit. Yet some species 


of arbitrament between man and man is 
sure to establish itself; if it live not, as a 


part of freedom, in the bosom of each, 
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then does it inevitably build itself into a 
Fate over their heads; and despotism, 
war, or similar brutal and violent instru- 
mentalities of adjustment, supply in their 
way the demand that love and reason 
failed to meet. 

Accordingly, in our American Man 
must be found, first, social largeness and 


susce 


tibility,—whatsoever, in the breadth 





of a flexile and sympathetic nature, may 
contribute to the keeping of the Golden 
Rule. But the 


will not alone suffice. 


broadest good-feeling 
The great pl dge 
of peace, fellowship, and profitable co- 
working among such a population as we 
anticipate must be sought in the deeper 
For Right is 
Right 


is better: than Charity ; for Right meets, 


unity of moral principle. 
one, and is evs ry m in’s interest. 
or even anticipates, normal wants, while 
Nothing, 
therefore, that we could discover in the 


New Man would be 


his future, nothing so fit him for his place, 


Charity only mends failures. 


such a security for 


as a tendency to simple and universal 
pring iples of action. In the absence of 
this, he will infallibly be compelled one 
day to enter Providence’s court of chan- 
cery, and come forth bankrupt. But let 
him be, even by promise, a seer of those 
primary truths in which the interests of 


all ; 


cal, al 





comprehended and made identi- 
id the virtue of his vision will be- 
Doubt- 


less, sad men will say that our own eyes 
: 


come the assurance of his welfare. 


are Ck 





yuded with some glittering dust of 


optimism, when we declare that this Man 
for the Continent is the very one whose 
advent we celebrate. This might, indeed, 
seem a fatuitously dulcet song to sing just 


a din of defection and 
ancy is loud through all the land,—now, 


now, when recre- 


when we have immediately in view, and 
on the largest scale, an open patronage 
of infamous wrong-doing, so brazen-front- 
ed and blush-proof that only the spectacle 


itself makes its credibility ; the 





prior 


possibility of it we should one and all 


the honor of human 
Yet in the 


visible the victorious influences that mould 


hasten, for 
to dk ny. 


nature, 


midst of all this are 


the imported Teuton to the spiritual form 
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which his appointed tasks imply. Thes 
we now hasten to indicate. 

And first, every breath of American ait 
helps to make him the American Man. 
The atmosphere of America was early 
noted as a wonder-worker. Ten years 
subsequent to the landing at Plymouth, 
the Rev. 
observer, wrote to the mother country, 


“A sup of New England air is better 


Francis Higginson, an acute 


than a whole flagon of old English ale.’ 


Jean Paul says that the roots of human- 
kind are the lungs, and that, being rooted 
in air, we are properly children of the 
wether. Truly, children of the xther,— 


and so, children of fire. For the oxygen, 
upon which the lungs chiefly feed, is the 
fiery principle in Nature,—all that we 


denominate fire and flame being 

manifestation of its action. We are se- 

vere upon fire-eaters, Southern and oth- 
here are we, 


cool Northerns, 
} 


quafling this very principle and « 


er; yet 
once 
of fire in large lung-drau mo- 


rhts every 
oye . . ‘ ] 
ment, each of us carrying a_ perpetual 


Now it is doubt- 


~ yoy 
mhak 


furnace in his bosom. 


less true that we more 


Ooxvcen, 


or at least inhale it less drenched with 


damp, than the people of Europe, and are, 
therefore, more emphatically children of 
fire than they. Be oth- 


true theory of the fact, the fact 


this, or be some 
er, the 
itself unquestionably 


is, that our chumate 


produces the highest nervous intensity. 
As there are conditions of atmosphere in 
which the magnetic telegraph works well, 
and others in which it works ill, so some 
conditions stimulate, while others 1 


The air of England 


favorable to richness 


nervous action. 


seems 


dance of blood : there the life-v« ssels sit 


deep, and bring opulent cargoes to the 


flesh-shores; and the rotund figure, the 
ruddy solid cheek, and the leisurely com- 
placent movement, all show how well sup- 


ported 


I 
Englishman is. 


und stored with vital resources 
But to the American’s 
lip the great foster-mother has proffered a 


more pungent and rousing draught,—not 
an old Saxon sleeping-cup for the 
bright morning 


but a waking-cup for the 


and busy day. It is forenoon with him. 
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The New 


He is 1 nd dressed, and at work by 


the job. Bring an Englishman here, and 


nothing short of Egyptian modes of pres- 
ervation will keep him an Englishman 
long. Soon he eannot digest so much 
food, cannot dispose of so much stimu- 


lant; his ep becomes quicker, his eye 
keener, his voice rises a note on the scale, 


and grows a trifle sharper. In fine, the 


effects observe 


in our autumn foliage 


be tt 1 in the people themselves, 


a heiehtening of colors; and while this 





counts for much that is prurient and 
t infolds also the best promise 


ffect of this upon American phys- 
} sioen my is already quite 


Of course we must gcuard against 





zations, since the interfus- 


ing of various elements in our Western 





States is } lucing new types of man- 
hood. But the respective physiques of 
Old a New England can easily be 
compar | the difference strikes ev- 
e vy eye. | A me ‘i an 1s le in, he h is 
a pal xion, a sharper face, a 
slichte t than his ancestors brought 
from t Old World. Mr. Emerson is 
report l saying (though the precise 
words « is) that the Englishman 
spt aks 1 his chest, the American 


more ti the mouth or throat,—that is, 


the or ites his voice more with 





the stoma und viscera, the other \ 


the head ; and, indeed, the pectoral qual- 


ity of t ing tones cat hes the ear 
immed ipon setting foot on British 
soil kK in instinctively appre- 
hends w | is strongest, and will 
tend t : te voice and movement 
with tl of his strengths The 
Ameri him the nervous force 
predo1 ively lifts ] voce 
atin vith the great houschol 
ot th t 1s the brair wn 

, 1 th } v] mal 
speal land sang . 


type ) ) row the head forward 
in wa ! thereby indicating, first, his 


non the forces ¥ 
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part harbors, and, secondly, his impulse 


to progress ; so that our national motto, 
“Go ahead,” may have a twotold signif- 
icance, as if it were in some sort the an- 
tipodes of going a-foot, and suggested not 
only the direction of movement, but also 
the active ag 

Mr. Robert Knox, of England, some- 


, ] lect 
what known as an ethnological lecturer 


ent therein ! 


and author,—a thinker in a sort, though of 


the “ slam-bang ” school, of far more force 


than faculty, and of 


1 
| 


a singular avidity for 


y news,—dogmatically proclaims that 


ug 
all Am« 


. . . 
degeneration, 1 


a y ] 
ans’ are undergoing a 





eq ial lapse of 
with swift fated st 


to land them in sh 


ys, and sure ere long 
eer impotence and im- 


becility ; and he appt als to the comm 


loss of adipose tissue and avoirdupois 


as proof. This author belongs to a class 
of well-meaning gentlemen, so unfortu- 
nately constituted that the distractions 


of their time induce in them an acetous 
fermentation (as milk sometimes sours 
during thunder); and from acid becom- 


ing acrid, tl it leneth fall fairl n 





love with the inyes, and henceforth 





dote upon destruction uc r as 
happier lovers do upon cosmical health 
and beauty. Concluding that the uni- 


} 


verse is a shabby affair, they like to make it 


ond en, sobdem bericht 
ive an ill thing to say 
sons toward whom it Is 








uniovely, thouch it |f Im be t of 
sweet hones: but chr d t and 
d f erected into a dog: n in- 


tations of the facts a * root in 
many minds that do not share his fierce 
hypochondria and hunger f herb 
That the Am | ke t ir 
) } y e , l it 
Mr. Knox’s ever-implied The 
imal the I { } h } J] c 
miad d VE pl 3s |} L | n- 
cial paper-cu cy, very lo es ™ 
I : 
tion, and can never, like gold and silver 
pass by w ht in the world’s 1 of 
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New Man is comparatively delicate and 
fragile ; but as a china vase is not neces- 
sarily less sound than a stone jug or iron 
kettle, so delicacy and fragility in man 
are no proot of disease. The ominous 
prognosis of this doctor, therefore, seems 
no occasion for despair, perhaps not even 
for alarm. But to perceive what differ- 
ent harping can be performed on this 
string, hear Carus :—* Leanness, as such,” 
says the master, “is the symbol of a certain 
lightness, activity, rapidity, and mental 
power.” Thus the adipose impoverish- 


ment, which to the ye llow-eyed English- 
man seems utter bankruptcy, is at once 
recognized by a superior man as denot- 
ing an augmentation, rather than dimi- 
nution, of proper human wealth. 


But while the typical American org 





| 
ization is of this admitted delicacy < 
lightness, it is still capable, under high 
and powerful impulse, of extraordinary 
feats of endurance. This has of late 
been admirably illustrated. Not long 
since, there returned to our shores a hero 
who—as Dante was believed by the peo- 
ple of Italy to have entered the Inferno 
of Fire had acti lly descended into the 
opposite Inferno of Frost, and done un- 


} “1 1 


pres “<lented battle with the demons of 





that realm Dr. Kane was sli , deli- 
cately frame lean, with sharp, ¢ lear-cut 
features, of quivering mobility and fine- 


ness of texture, having the spect rather 





of an artist than an explorer,—not at all 
the personage to whom most judges would 
assion er power of endurance. And 





is O ( vs | oh one 
Herculean toils es him no y ir- 
ing cheerfully the great burden of his 
own cares and ill it lifting up, as it 
were, from his companions, and assuming 
upon his own shoulders, the awful oppres- 


sion of the polar nivht, as Atlas of old 


| u 
was fabled to support the heavens,—not 
even one’s admiration at such force of 


soul can wholly exclude wonder at such 
fortitude of body. Whence, we ask, this 
power of endurance? We can trace it 
to no ordinary physical resource. It comes 
from no ordinary physical resource. It 


is pure brain power. It streams down 


[¢ )ctober, 


upon the body, in rivers of invigoration, 
from the cerebral hemispheres. A con- 
versational philosopher, discoursing to a 
circle of intelligent New England me- 
chanics, said,—* It is commonly supposed 
that the earth supports man. Not so; 
man upholds the earth!” “How!” ex- 
claimed a wide-eyed auditor; “ upholds 
the earth ? How do you make that out ?” 
“ How ?” answered the philosopher, with 
superb innocence,—“ don’t you see that 
it sticks to his heels?” When the ques- 
tion is asked, How the slight frame of this 
Arctic hero could support such tests, the 


be analogous,—It clung to 


answer must 
his brain. The usual order of support is 


reversed ; and here is that truer Mercury, 





in whom the winged head, possessing as 


function what its ] 





‘ototype only exhibited 


as ornament and symbol, really soars in 


its own might, bearing the pendent feet 
Dr. Kane was one of the purest exam- 
ples of the American organization ; and 
as he issued victorious from that region 
where “the ground burns frore, and cold 
performs the effect of fire,” the Man of 
the New World was represented, and in 
him came forth with proven strength. 


The same significance would not attach 





to all feats of endurance, even where 
equally repre sentative. Her Hercu- 
les and Orpheus in one,—the organization 


of a poet, and the physical stamina of a 





Now this peculiar organization offers 


the physical inducement for two great 
tendencies,—one relating to th percep- 
tion of truth, the other 1 eeling of 
80 i Claims while thes iencies are 


sul ed on the spl side by the 
orea plines of our positior nd the 
I I 

ren 3 ich these foreshow is pre ely 
that which ought to be the genius of 
Ni V Man. 

This organization is that of the seer, 
the poet, the iritualist, of all such as 





have an eye for the deeper essences and 
f.rst prin ipl s of things. Concede intel- 
lectual power, or ther spiritual element, 
then add this temperan nt, and there 
follows a certain subtile, penetrative, rad- 


ity of thought, a characteristic 
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inciples. And principles 


n, but felt; they thrill 








is greet the eye; and 
- 
vnt i 
ing ny 
y the o7 l axiomatic 


are like the winds. Near 


e winds blow in variable 
weathercock be Mes 
eI 3 ©o there is a 











Pp S tL AULNOS] re, 
cul nts nva if as 
t globe or the sailing 
3 i these I il not to 
l by eternal trade- 
face of our planet and 

I 








) . tions of ce 
‘ vast spaces, 
i ~ pow? but 

ithe su ice-flow 
( rary, sit eep, 

] " 

1 InUt irrenis 5 
z crashing ¢ n 





represent with gi- 
of the h 
, } 
er Class, making, per- 
V pon the sur e, OI 
I 
who repre- 
ns of i the 





be it observed, secures uni 





contrariety, contention are of the face. 
Numbers need not concern us, whether 
one hundred, or one hundred millions 
I rovided all are imbedded in the ntral 


liy 
commmanall 





sciousness. 





Vorld be characteristically one 





tte hi: le ¢ + . 
attach himself to the eterr 


that fact a 





Of course no sane man would intimate 


zation alone can bring about 


such results. The Arabian horse will 








1] P > ; . 
hardly manufacture a Saladin or his 
. : . . —— : 
back. But let the Saladin be given, and 
this marvel of! nerve ana ! will 
le ] > + 
niuitiply his presence, vil sit were 
give t selves. So,if the Teute man 
wno ( 3 to our shores wert 


























) ] 
would only ripen his meat 3, or ma 
} imanityv « eper Bu " » far 
depth of e, tl radi- 
} 1 
1 will aid hin c ng 
by its heat what deepest wit! him 
and when he turns his face tow 1 prin- 
ciples, tl brain-steed will sw y 
| : | ] 
or him » his al. Nay t is st 
that even I nnes ud riper The 
slaveholder of South Carolina must avouch 
' 
i use principle to cover his tal prac 
i I 
tice,—must rm slavery Div 
stitt It is well. A Quak r- 
ing a tellow b ispheme said, I tis 
right, friend; get such bad stuff out of 
'» , 
the A lie is langero. t st l, 
like searlat | it is brot to 
t] surface when eithe breaks « it 
, 
Is mo than ha co ered Phe y 
false u é wy for 
P } } h G } 
| ‘ 
V Li I s 5 ss wel! t 
: } 
ire Oo ‘ ) ‘ l 
ul macy y 
them secre 1 secure nd silent 
, 3 ’ 
verting heir own ] ost e 1 l 


is nN t dangero S he is oO Clear-hea | 
he ky s | own ‘ s me i 
ness is re red to harbor deceptions 
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limits are, indeed, set; but obscure false- 
hood works in the largest spaces and with 
the longest tether.—Thus the expressive 
intensity which appertains to this organi- 
zation is serviceable every way, even in 
what might, at first blush, seem wholly 
evil effects. 

While thus the brain-hand of the 
American is formed for grasping ‘princi- 
ples, for apprehending the simple, subtile, 
universal truths which slip through coarser 
and more sluggish fingers, there is also 
an influence on the moral and intellectu- 
al faculties, coming in to accept and use 
these cerebral ones. We are more in 
conversation with the heart and pure 
spiritual fact of humanity than any other 


people of equal power and culture. We 





necess rily deal more with each other on 
a bond and basis of common persuasion, 
ot open unenacted truth, than others. 
This matter is of moment enough to 
justify somewhat formal elucidation. 

Nations, like individual men, birds, and 
many quadrupeds and fishes, are house- 
lers. They wall and roof themselves 
} 


ith symbols, creeds, codes, customs, 





etiquettes, and the like ; they stigmatize 
by the terms heresy, high-treason, and 
names of milder import, any attempt to 
q' it this edifice; and send such offenders 
into purgatory, penitentiary, coventry, 
as the case may be. Some nations omit 
to insert either door or window; the y 
make penal even the desire to look out 


of doors, even the assertion that a sky 


her than the roof of their build- 


exists ot 
ing, or that there is any other than a very 
unbk ssed out-of-do rs be yond its Ww ills. 
Such are countries where free speech is 
forbidden, where free thought is racked 
and thumb-screwed, and where not only 
a man’s overt actions, but his very hopes, 
his faith, his prayers, are prescribed. Here 
man is put into his own institutions, as 
into a box; anda very bad box it proves. 
Now these blank walls not only encom- 
pass society as a mass, but also run be- 
tween individuals, cutting off bosom from 
bosom, and rendering impossible that 
streaming of heart-fires, that mounting 


flame from meeting brands, out of whose 


[¢ Jetober, 


wondrous baptism come the consecrate 
deeds of mankind. Go to China, and to 
any living soul you obtain no access, or 
next to none,—such disastrous roods of 
etiquette are interposed between. It is 
as if one very cordially shook hands with 
you by means of a pair of tongs or a 
ten-foot pole. Indeed, it is hardly a man 
that you meet; it is a piece of auto- 
matic ceremony. Nor is it in China 
alone that men may be found who can 
hardly be accredited with proper person- 
ality. As one dying may distribute his 


property in legacies to \ irious institutions 





and organizations,—so much, for example, 
to the Tract Society, so much to the Col- 
onization Society, and the like,—in the 
same manner do many make wills at the 
outset of life for the disposal of their own 
personal powers, and do nothing after- 
ward but execute this testament,—exe- 
cuting themselves in another sense at tl 


same time. They parcel out themselves, 
their judg nent, their conscience, and 
whatsoever pertains to their spiritual be- 
ing 


ong the customs, traditions, insti- 





tutions, etiquettes of their time, and re- 


nounce all claim to a free existence. 


After such a piece of spiritu il felo-de-se, 
the man is nothing but one wheel in a 


machine, or even but one cog upon a 


wheel. Thenceforth he merely hangs 


together ; simple cohesion is the utmost 
approximation to tion which can be 


truly attributed to him. 
And as nothing is so ridiculous, so, few 
things are so mischievous, as the sincere 


the estrangement trom tact 





’ 
of th who have thus parted With them- 
selves. It is worse, if inything ¢ be 
worse, than hypocrisy itself. ‘I hypo- 
crite sees two things,—the fact and the 
fiction, the gold and its counterfeit ; has 
virtue enough to know that he hy po- 


crite. But the post-mortem man, tl 





walking legacy, does not recé ze the 
existence of eternal Fact; it has 1 er 
occurred to his mind that anythir ild 
be more serious than “spiritual taking- 


on” and make-belief. An innocent old 


gentleman, being at a play where the 


4 
Z 
Z 
L 
f 
' 
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tempting to cross a broken bridge, rose, 
upon seeing her approach it, and in tones 


of the deepest concern offered his opin- 


ion that said bridge was unsafe! The 


post-mortem man reverses this harmless 


blunder, and makes it anything but harm- 
less by the change; as that one took the- 
atricals to be earnest fact, so this con- 


ceives virtue itself to consist in postur- 





ing; he thinks gold a clever imitation of 


brass, and the azure of the sky to be a 





1 of celestial cosmetic ; in fine, formal- 
ities lest things he knows. It 
is s the later days of Rome, the 


wurs and inspt tors of entrails could 





not look each other in the face during 


their ceremonies, for fear of bursting into 


la oh. But still worse off than these 
pitiful peddlers of fraud is he who feigns 
without knowing that he feiens,—feigns 





infeient ily, an lealls God to witness that 
he is faithful in the performance of his 


part. ‘This is ape’s earnest, and is, per- 


haps, the largest piece of waste that ever 








takes place upon this earth. Ape’s ear- 
nest, it is pit that swallows whole 
nations, whole ages; and the extent to 
which it may be carried is wellnigh in- 
credible, even with the fact before our 
eves A ( rentleman spends an 
hour elative to dine with 
¢, so urgent is his 
re ( ) ( pt No fi an 
i l fies to a rage - 
( s tl f pas 
\ yr to | y, and agree- 
o t Louis Napoleon perpetrates 
t by solemnly 
| J I Czar with a copy 
ol I as A Ker 38 Imitation of 
C} " rreat incuk 
P — 
N lo men lose hold upon 


every 
Ms 
J s Nay 
ve { 1 
the ¢ il t uuplied in his gift, it 
V , vigor than he pos- 
i l 





le the Gallie steed. 


sesses to keep astri 
That Chinese etiquette explains the con- 
dition of the Chinese nation. Indeed, it 
is easy to give a recipe for mummying 
men alive. Take one into keeping, pre- 
scribe everything, thoughts, actions, man- 
ners, so that he never shall find either 
permission or opportunity to ask his own 
intellect, What is true? nor his own 
heart, What is right? nor to consider 
within himself what is intrinsically good 


and worthy of a man; and if he does 





not rebel, you will mz him as good a 


mummy as Egyptian catacombs can boast. 


y 

The capital art of life is to renew 
and augment your power by its expendi- 
ture. It was intimated some eighteen cen- 
turies since that the highest are obtained 
only by loss of the same; and the trans- 
mutation of loss into gain is the essence 
and perfection of all spiritual economies. 
Now of this art of arts he is already 
master who steadily draws upon his own 
spiritual resources. ‘The soul is an extra- 


ordinary well; the way to replenish is to 











draw from it. It is more miraculous than 
the widow’s cruse ;—that simply continued 
unexhausted,—never less, indeed, but also 
never mor while from this the more 
you take, the more remains in it Wi 
it, therefore, desired to arrange w fore- 
thoug ita } of life that sh i I- 
ford the highest invigoration, in such 
scheme there should be the minimum of 
prescript n 1 nothing } SO seCau 
avoided as th perseding of ward l 
wets ] U $ by outw rd | 
rule that life would be 1 3 
much moral and s taneous l 
political and mechanical, as po 

And this does not ill describe our own 
ease. No civilized nation is so litt n- 
prisoned in precedents and _ traditions. 
Our national maxim is, The wv l is 
too much roverne In the d I ol 
this relea we ire, of cx se. thrown 
back upon erl ¢ prin es l 
universal persu nee thes 
( suv it ‘ in me } ‘ ot 1 
artificial t the chief bond of such } é 
a 1 ( eration .s 1 I 0 
! to deal with each other, not merely 








The 





New World 
as subjects or citizens, but as men, and 
they must recur to that which is at once 
native and common to both, to the uni- 
versal elements in their consciousness, 
that is, to principles; and thus the most 


} 


ordinary mutual dealing becomes, in some 





degree, a spiritual disciplige. Harness 
these men in precedents, and whip them 
} 


through the same action with penalties, 


and they will gain only such discipline as 
the ox obtains in the furrow and the 
horse between the thills. Statutes serve 
men, but lame them. They render mo- 
rality mechanical. Men learn to say not, 
“ It is right,” but, “It is enacted.” And 


the difference is immense. “ Right” 





sends one to his own soul, and req 
him to produce the living law out of that; 
* sends him to the Revised 


the Report 


s, and there it 


rorma- 








tic the former a step in development. 
Laws are necessary ; but laws which are 


not necessary are more and worse than 





unnecessary ;—they pilfer power from the 


soul; they intercept the absolute uses of 








. 4 men, and make 
Caspar Hausers of them. Now in Amer- 


ica not only is there already much eman- 


Vy incarcer: 





cipation from:those outside regulations 
which supersede moral and private judg- 





life daily gains impetus. That repe il of 


the Missouri Comprot 





», however blam- 


ires, and 





able, has several happy fe 








prominent among these ist be reckon- 
ed th ration it affords of a growing 
disposition to say, o putting To-day 
into Yesterday’s coffin; let the Present 


live and be its own lord.” 

We need be at no loss to discover the 
effects of the combined influences here 
stated. The ordinary phrases of our 
country-people denote an alert judgment, 

as, “I reckon,” “I calculate,” “1 guess.” 


The inventiveness which characterizes 





Americans, the multiplicity of patents, 


comes from the tendency to go behind 
the actual, to test possibilities, to bring 
everything to the standard of thought. 
Emerson dissolves England in the alem- 


bic of his brain, and makes a thought of 
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that. Our polities are vearly |} ning 

more and more questions of ] ciple, 
i r 

questions of right and wrong. There is 


almost infinite promise and significance 
in this oradual victory of the mor over 
the political, of life over mechanism. 
Mr. Benton complains of the “ specula- 
tive philanthropy ” of New England, be- 
cause it suggests questions upon wl 

he could not meet his constituents, and 
interferes with his domestic arrangements. 
It is much as if one should pray God to 
abolish the sun because his own eyes are 


' 
sore . 


We now pass to the second great ten- 
dency which, as is here aflirmed, organ- 
ization and moral disci 
edly tending to establish on this shore. 
An inevitable consequence of the nerv- 
ous intensity and susceptil 
teristic of Americans is an access of per- 





sonal maenetism, or influence; we keen- 
ly feel each other, have social impressi- 


bil 


The nervous is the public element 

















body, the mediating and communi- 

power. It is the agent of every 
sense, —of sight, hearing, taste, tou 
smell 1 of the power « peech. It 
is the vehicle of all fellow-fe: 7, of all so- 
cial sympathy. It introduces man t 
and makes strangers acquainted. Anda 
most unceremonious master thi 

$ it is running indiscrimir ly 
across ranks; introd e bege l 
baron forcing the haug i r 
spite of his theories, to feel that tl 
is a man and a fellow; « Ime rt 
prince to acl the peasant t 
with a shake of the hand, per! ips, q 


it may be, with knee-shakings and heart- 


shakings. A terrible leveller and demo- 
crat is this master element in the } 
frame ; yet king and kaiser must enter- 
tain him in courts and on thrones. N 
the hich deve lopment of this in the Amer- 
ican Man renders him communi 


gives him a quick interest in mer 


cannot let them pass without giving and 
taking. Hence the much-blamed inquis- 


itiveness,—* What is your name ? Where 


do you live? Where are you going? 
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What is your 


baked beans on 


business? Do you eat 
Sunday ?” Mrs. Trol- 


lope is horrified; it is a bore; but one 
I 


likes the man the better for it. He is in- 








terested in you ;—that is the simple secret 
of all. King Carlyle Cc ills a > eighteen 


To 


primitive English e 


be sure; is that 


] 


million of bores.” 
so bad? The 
let the primitive American 


fathers of the Bri 


ement 


4 





tain that 
the fa- 


is took men by the throat; let 


a that is 





-—that is ameliora- 


button 
1 
ugh for one 


thousand years! In 


truth, this intense personal interest which 


characterizes the American, though often 
awkw ily ianifested and troublesome, 


in his constitu- 


s should awaken our 


is an admira le feature 
tion, and few trait 
It is this 


ectauion 


more. 





keen fellow-feeling that fits him for the 


beneficent public in- 
him a philanthropist. 














And his philanthropy is peculiar. It is 
tt the neighborhood sort, such 
Is Ss sal csoiving turkey to poor 
Rob und a ha hat does not fit well 
to } P } r here the pre lilee- 
tion 1 T jes and general tions 
on 1 leads him to translate his 
{ - ] » social axioms Thus 
American is that ma 

ho 1 y most ¢ tly and in- 

to In every \ ve is s 

kr ( I s that br Ove 
‘ +} 1 The 1 — 

Ar i is de ] t l 

\ ] nor ) ld ( V l 
ttain its I ) yn 

Thi é we ; se 
fo, , P de tha eneinas 
' forth in « t ies of 

I S ( vernment | love 
und | nd our literature con- 
ta ipon ve and frier iship 
which, in loment, are not equalled 
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with creeds, with partisan prejudice and 
patriotic pride, and, having become next 


to unconquerable, now shows that it can 

keep no terms and must kill or be killed. 
I 

And through this the 

duties to man, on the 


man’s 
yroadest seale, is 


It is like 


question of 
; 
| 


incessantly kept in agitation. 
a lurid handwriting a 


} ! 
oss the sky,— 





it man should be and do to 





“ Learn wl 
his fellow.” And the companion sentence 
is this,— 


“Thy justice to the strangers 


shall be the best sect rit} 


’ 


to thine 





own 


household.” 


3y the co-working of these two grand 
tendencies we obtain at once the largest 
speculative breadth and the closest prac- 


What sweet- 


er promise could any one ask than that 


tical and personal interest. 


of this rare and admirable combination ? 


Thought and action have been more 
than sufficiently separated. The philos- 


I 
opher has discoursed to a few, and in the 


dialect of the few, in Academic 


sanctity has hidden itself away, 
i of its seer 





et contemplations; the great 


world has rolled by, unhearing, unheed- 


ing,—like London roaring with cataract 
thunder around St. Paul’s, while thin 
the choral service is ormed to an au- 
dience of ¢ I and doing have 











a 1 ! - 
sons who fancy tha truths ar | 
ears,—that the highest spiritual fact can 
he; unicated. where there is 1 ‘ 
ual apprehension to lay hold upon 1 H 


we attempt to confuse the functic of 
nd d But let tl bea m- 
. 
patl und understand r between m 
] Li 
that, when hieved, v ma in ey h 


in modern times, have thought and a ’ 
approached so nearly and intimately as 
in America; nowhere is §] tive in- 
tellect so colored with the hues of - 
eal interest without ] niting its ow! flight 
nowhere are labor and exe tive p ( 'f) 
receptive of pr ntellectual s on 
The union of what is deepest most 
recondite in thought with clear-sighted 
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sagacity has been well hit by Lowell in 
his description of the typical American 
scholar, — 


inten > 
ntense, 


“ Sits in a mystery calm and 
And looks 1 





about him with sharp com- 





That is, the New Man has two things 
that seldom make each other’s acquain- 
tance,—Sicht and Insight. Accordingly, 
our subtilest thinker, whom the scholarly 
Mr. Vaughan classes with the mystics 
and accuses of going beyond the legiti- 
mate range even of my stics, has written 
such an estimate of the most practical 
nation in the world as has never been 
written of that or any other before. The 
American knows what is about him, has 
tact, sagacity, conversance with surfaces 
and circumstances, is the shrewdest cuess- 
er in the world; and seeing him on this 


side alone, one might say,—This is the 





man of to-day, aq ll k worker, good to 


sail ships, bore mountains, buy and sell, 
but belonging to the surface, knowing 


only that. rhe medal turns, and lo! 
here is this ’cute Yankee a thinker, a 
mystic, fellow of the antique, Oriental in 


his subtilest contemplations, a rider of the 


sunbeam, dwelling upon Truth’s sweet- 








ness with such pure devotion and delight 
that vigorous Mr. Kingsley must shriek, 
“ Windrush !” “ Intellectual Epicurism !” 
and disturb hi lf in a somewhat divert- 
ing manner. Pollok declaimed against 
the attempt to lay h 
one hand and he r. 
But that the peculiar feat f which 
the American is born,—to bring together 

¢ and doing, principle and practice, 


eternity and to-day. The American is 
iven, they say, to extremes. True, but 
to both extremes: he belongs to the two 
intipodes. To the one he appt rtains by 

i i - 
intellectual emancipation and penetrative 


power; to the other by his pr 





ment of sympathy with persons. Speak- 
ing of the « Ir 


lder Northern States, and of 


the people as a whole, we affirm that 
} 


their inhabitan 


$ are more speculative 
and more practical, the scholars know 


f immediate common interests 


more ¢ 


and speak more the dialect of the peo- 


L 


ple, while the mechanics know more of 
speculative truth and understand better 
the necessary vocabulary of thought, than 
any other people. 

Lyell says, that the New World is really 
the Old World,—that the re, pre éminent- 
ly, the antique geologic il formations are 
found, and nearer the surface than else- 


where. Thus the physical peculiarity of 


our continent is, that here an elaborate 


and highly finished surface is immediately 


superimposed upon the oldest rock, rock 


wrought in fire and kneaded with earth- 
ake knuckles. We discover in this 
symbol of the American Man. He 
likewise brings into near association the 
most ancient and the most modern. By 
insight he dwells in the old th yuchts, the 
eternal truths, the meditations that rapt 
away the early seers into trance and 
dream; but he brings these into sharp 
, associates them with the 


newest work, the toil and int rests of this 


contact with lif 





year and day. 

We shall find space to mention but 
one peril which besets the New Man. It 
is danger of physical e: 


two Arctic 


rth to the day only to die. 





ion. Dr. 


Kane, the hero « 











makes the preémine nce ol our 

tion makes also its peril. Denmark is 
said to be impoverished by the dispropor- 
tion of the learned to tl industrial ec] 
production is insufficient, and t much 
ot a vod ti ° cri les the country. 
The nervous system is a ] ed class in 
the body ; it contributes dignity and su- 
perior uses, but makes no corn grow in 
the physiological fields. A brain of great 


animation and power is a peril us freight 


ay ae l. 

for the stanchest body; in a weak and 

shattered body it is lil 

swimmer’s pocket,—the richer it would 
: 


make him on dry land, the less chance it 


f arriving there. That 


fives him 





danger is not imaginary too many 
able to testify —Few scenes in Ral 
re more exquisitely ludicrous than that 
in which he pictures the monk Panurge 
in a storm at sea. The oily ecclesiastic 


as only a combination of hypo- 


L 


crite and coward can be; and, in the ex- 








er 
er, 


ot 
tter 


han 

















TRS 

trem of his ¢ tre he fancies 
that any situation on shore, no matter 
how despicable, would be paradise. So 


‘Oh that I were on 


dry land, and somebody kicking me!” 





In a sn r manner—similar, save that 
ce deepens dy—many a man 
in An a of opulent mental outfit, 
ut with o1 ly a poor wre k of a body to 
bear the precious cargo, must often have 
n tempted to ery, “Oh that I had a 
sound digestion, and were some part of a 
lunce!” In truth, we are a nation of 
health-hunt , betraying the want by 


ed th ut 


an accurate computation could be made 





It were to be wish 


how much mon¢ has been paid in the 


Ur ad State within a score of years, 
f patent me in It would buy up 
a kingdom of respectable dimensions. 


So eager 1s this health-hunger. that it 


it a y 
mar f Arn 
vices as I i-] 
y als to 1 
ties in this ] 
will sell x Ww 

le Mr. K 


fort es an 
B ‘ 
I New M 


} } Theo ] 
1 } ved 
creeping out of port; but, from the very 
nature t 3 sul ) it es he is apt to 
be sh r-lived 1 more likely to spring 
i] i] the str 1 ot a storm. He de- 
nds nice n It will not do 
for hit to |} t 
{ um t 
1; t] 
dinner-t t i 
nd unaci ) 
* 1) } } 
is full Of Wt S$ oj 
ind hl t 





| 
answer you ¢ 

7 
—much , z | oO 
was a t to pt ¢ sing a river im 
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a boat sure to sink. “ You will drown, if 
you go in that thing,” said a bystander. 
“ Never was drowned yet,” was the prompt 
retort ; and pushing off, he soon lost the 
opportunity to repeat that boast! But 
this resistance is constantly becoming less. 
Meantime, numbers of foreseeing men are 
waking up, or are already awakened, to 
} 


importance of recreation and physi- 


cal culture,—members of the clerical pro- 
fession, to the credit of the craft be it 
said, taking the lead. Messrs. Beecher, 
Bellows, and Hale plead the cause of 
amusements; the author of “ Saints and 
their Bodies” celebrates the uses and 


urges the need of athletic sports; gym- 





nasia are becoming matters of course in 


ios a 
larcer towns; “The New 


4 





habits of the people will undergo in time 


the necessary changer s. That h lth is 


possible to Americans ought 





mestioned. Of despair we wi 
1 ] 

toa word. In crossing the ocean, in the 
back woods-experience which everywhere 


recedes cultivation, in the excitement 


which has followed the obliteration of so- 

cial monopolies and the throwing open of 
pe- 
' 
Live 
we 








reappear, there w 1 be its 
creat bl ssing of ches The 
special means by which | - 
complished we leave to the care of the 
sentlemen abovenamed, and thei m- 
peers,—merely putting in one word for 
¢ exer ( nd two w 1 r tl 
cherish i ot mental he lth the « ] 
sion of rbid excitements, a e what 
lise they may. We should tak« 
care not to admit de at tl ummit 
A healthy soul is a better prophy ‘ 


than belladonna. Refusing to despond 
respecting American health, we cheer- 


fully trust that the genius of th New 














+ and dune lenat] r + Or cen 
port, and due length of time for demon- 





strating its quality. 

And now we may notice a doubt which 
some readers will cherish. Is not all this, 
they may say, over-sanguine and enthu- 
siastic ? Is it not a self-complacent 
dream? Are the tendencies adverted 
to so productive? Is any such genius 


¢ as is here claimed? Is it 








not, on the contrary, now fully under- 
stood that the Americans are a common- 
place people, meagre-minded money-mak- 


What have 


they done to demonstrate genius yet ?— 


ers, destitute of originality ? 
These skepticisms are somewhat preva- 
lent nowadays, and are a natural enough 
reaction from Fourth-of July flatulencies. 
Let them have thei The fact will 


vindicate itself. Meanwhile we may re- 





mark, that the appeal to attained perform- 





ance, in justification of view taken 





in this paper of Americ: 





oO tendencies than of attainm nts, of 


powers forming themselves in man, and 


not of results produced without him. 
Nevertheless, results there are,—admi- 
rable, sati ry results. 





in vigor, in practical 

challenge con pal 1 W 

s k id ( vhi « 

rect outl a new li rising and 
wrt t] ld s, habit R 
ont th wh ane imported 
and | l tl oI hand, and 
vith the crude or barbarous improvisa- 
tions of native energy, on the other. It 
is a for pringing out of the summit of 
the brain, the angel of its noblest senti- 
ment, going forth no less an aim 





than to construct a whole new social sta- 


tus from idea And the token of its su- 
periority is this,—that it builds its new 
outward lifé only from the most ancient 





. “ry ’ 4 1 
incorruptibie material, out of the eternal 





granite of Moral L Sweeping social 
schemes pre vail in F ance. But Ameri- 


can Reform is not a scheme; it is the ser- 
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of an idea. It is made « hserva- 





tive by that which also makes it radical, 
by working in the interest of the moral 
sentiment. 

The Literature of the New World is 
also worthy of the New Man. We are 
quite aware that a large portion of this 


literature is trash. So was a lar 





1 Shakspeare’s, in Cervantes’s, in Plato’s 





age and place. But we admit even that 


the comparison does not hold,—that an es- 
pecial accusation may be brou 
the issues of the press in this cow 

I 
Wise men should have anti ipated this, 





and, instead of reasoning from the sizé 
of our lakes, prairies, and mountains, and 
demanding epics and philosophic s of us 


} 


beiore we are fairiy out of our pri 


itive 





1 
woods, the critics should have hastened to 


: ° x 8 
Say, A colony must have time to SLTIKe 


» therefrom a new 





root, and to draw 


134 ¢, . ‘ aT 
before it can arrive at valuable 





genuine literary expression. The 
bef t ht. Noth 

ma ahesesd 01 ] 
ing uid be more absurd than the expec- 
tation that American literature should 


must come before the Thou 


spring away into the air from the t p of 


European performance. Our first litera- 
ture was colonial,—that is, imitative, writ- 
ten for the approbation of European crit- 
ics,—of course, having somewhat the ¢ np- 
ty correctness of good school-boy compo- 
sition. Next followed what we may call 
fire-weed literature,—the first rank. raw 
| t of new lands. Under these two 
l ls a vast number of books must of 
( reckoned. But beyond thes« 


ind 1 in point to boo that pring 
out of the pure venius of the Ne W M 

And ha only these in mind, we hesi- 
tate not to savy that ther $s now sounding 
upon the se shores a deep r, subtiler. and 
more universal note than is heard in any 


other land touched by the 
We have now writings in several depart- 
ments of literature, and in both prose 
and verse, which are characterized by a 
breadth and largeness of suggestion, by 


a spirituality and a prophetic adherence 
Sie decal 1 


to the moral sentiment, which justify all 


that has here been affirmed or reasoned. 











eee 








mp oa 


185 8. | The 


And our deepest thought finds a popular 
reception which proves it not foreign 


or exceptional. Wilkinson’s “Human 


Body,” the largest piece of speculative 
construction which England has produced 
in two centuries, has not yet, after some 
eight years, we believe, exhausted its 
first edition. Emerson’s Poems, still less 
adapted, one would say, than the work 
just mentioned, to the taste of populaces, 
had reached its fourth edition in about 
the same period. Learned works have, 
f course, a superior reception in the 
mother-country ; works of pure thought 
in the daughter. Said to us, during 
he past season, the subtilest thinker of 


Great Bri 





1in,—** I must send to Amer- 
ica whatever I wish to put in print, un- 
less I pay for its publication from my 
own pocket.” 

And beyond this, there is a hush in 


the nation’s heart, an expectancy, a wait- 


ing and longing for some unspoken word, 
which sometimes seems awful in the 


bounty of its promise. 


ucated to speak, 


I know men ed- 
with the burden of a 
speaker’s vocation on their hearts, but 
now these many years remaining heroic- 
ally silent; the fountains of a fresh con- 
sciousness sweet within them, but not yet 
ch, and they too earnest, 


ant, too sure of the future to 


iy aught beneath the strain. “ Why do 
1 not ak ?” was inquired of one. 





“Because I can keep silent,” he said, 
“and the word I am to utter will com- 


mand me.” 


No man assumes that atti- 
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and in a nation where any numbers are 
passing this more than Pythagorean lus- 
trum, a speech is surely coming that will 
no more need to apologize for itself than 
the speech of the forest or the ocean- 
shore. The region of the trade-winds is 
skirted with calm. Sydney Smith said 
of Macaulay, that his talk, to render it 
charming, “ needed only a few brilliant 
flashes of silence.” We are talkative, 
but the flashes of silence are not want- 
ing, and there is prophecy in them as well 
as charm. Said one, of a speaker,—* He 


was so rarely eloquent, that what he did 


not say was even better than what h 
did.” And here, not only are some 
wholly 


the impressive not-saying lends its higher 


e 
silent, but in our best writings 


suggestion than that expressly put forth. 
What spaces between Emerson’s sen- 
tences! Each seems to float like a soli- 
tary summer-cloud in a whole sky of 
silence. 

Yes, the fact is already indubitable, a 
lue time of its ri h ex 


As out of the 


deeps of Destiny, the Man for the Conti- 





rich life, sure in ¢ 


pression, is forming here. 
nent, head-craftsman,, hand-crafisman, al- 
ready puts his foot to this shore. All 
Welcome to creat 
tasks, great toils, to mighty disciplines, 


to victories that shall not be too cheaply 


hail, new-comer ! 


purchased, to defeats that shall be better 
than victories! We give thee joy of new 
powers, new work, unprecedented fu- 
tures! We give the world joy of a new 


and might 





tude until he is already a party to the artisan to quarry and to build in the 
dee] st truth, is the silent side of great architectures of humanit 
THE POET KEATS. 
Hts was the soul, once pent in English clay, . 


| a 
Whereby ungrateful Eng 


The sweet Nar issus, part 


. , 
ind seemed to hold 


ed from his stream,— 


I-ndymion, not unmindful of his dream. 


Lik 


a weak bird the flock has left behind, 
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Untimely notes the poet sung alone, 
Checked by the chilling frosts of words unkind ; 
And his grieved soul, some thousand years astray, 
Paled like the moon in most unwelcome day. 


His speech betrayed him ere his heart orew cold ; 
With morning freshness to the world he told 

Of man’s first love, and fearless creed of youth, 
When Beauty he believed the type of Truth. 


In the vexed glories of unquiet Troy, 

So might to Helen’s jealous ear discourse 
The flute, first tuned on Ida’s haunted hill, 
Against (Enone’s coming, to betray 


In what sweet solitude her shepherd lay. 


Yet, Poet-Priest! the world shall ever thrill 

To thy loved theme, its charm undying still! 
Hearts in their youth are Greek as Homer’s song, 
And all Olympus half contents the boy, 

Who from the quarries of abounding joy 


Brings his white idols without thought of wrong. 


With reverent hand he sets each votive stone, 
And last, the altar “ To the God Unknown.” 


, 
] 
| 


As in our dreams the face that we love best 
Blooms as at first, while we ourselves grow old.— 
As the returning Spring in sunlight throws 
Through prison-bars, on graves, its ardent gold,— 
And as the splendors of a Syrian rose 

Lie unreproved upon the saddest breast,— 

So mythic story fits a changing world: 

Still the bark drifts with sails forever furled. 

An unschooled Fancy deemed the work her own, 


While mystic meaning through each fable shone. 
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Foray, a mass of crags embellished ity investing it; the fort was well s 
by some greenness, looked up to heaven plied with the machinery of death 
a hundred miles from shore. It was a_ the prison filled with prisoners. B 
fortified position, and a place of banish- peace had now been of long continuanes 
ment. In the course of a lone war, and though a nation’s banner float 


waged on sea and land between two from the tower of the fort, and was s 
great nations, this, “least of all,” became afar by mariners—thouch the cannon o 


a point of some importance to the author- cupied their ancient places, ordered fox 








er 
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instant use,—though all within the fort was 
managed and conducted day by day with 
careful regard to orders,—the operations 
indicated, in the spirit of their conduct, 
no fear of warlike surprises. No man 
gave or obeyed an order as if his life de- 
pended on his expedition. Neither was 
the prison the very place it had been; 
for, once, every cell had its occupant,— 
an exile, or a prisoner of war. 

The oflicials of the island led an easy 
life, therefore. Active was the brain 
that resisted the influences of so much 
leisure as most of these people had. 
But, under provocation even, Nature 
must be true. So true is she, indeed, 
that every violation of her dignities illus- 
trates the meaning of that sovereign ut- 
terance, VENGEANCE IS MINE. She 
will not bring a thorn-tree from an acorn. 
Pray, day and night, and see if she will 
let you gather figs of thistles. Prayer 
has its conditions, and faith is not the 
sum of them. 

But Nature’s buoyant spirits must 
needs conque r the weight of influences 
whose business is to depress. And they, 
seeking, find their centre among things 
celestial, in spite of all opposing. Much 
leisure, light labor, was not the worst 


t could befall some of the men 





thing tl 
whose lot was cast on Foray. 

Adolphus Montier was a member of 
the military band. He was drummer to 
the reciment by the grace of his capac i- 
ty. Besides, he pl uyed on the French 
horn, to the admiration of his wife, and 


others; and he could fill, at need, the 





pla ‘e Of al y missing member of the com- 
pany, leaving nothing to be desired in 
+} pe Mal 
Adolphus came to I 

veanel that broucht soldi 

aw the first stone laid in the building of 
the fort. Here he had lived since. He 
was growing gray in the years of peace. 
He had some scars from the years of 
strife. He was a brave fellow, and idle- 
ness, a devil’s bland disguise, found no 


favor with him. 
His daughter Elizabeth was the first 


child born on the island. Bronzed war- 


riors smiled on her fair infancy ; some- 
times they called her, with affectionate 
intonation, “ The Daughter of the Regi- 
ment.” She deserved the notice they 
bestowed,—as infancy in general de- 
serves all it receives,—but Elizabeth for 
other reasons than that she had come 
whence none could tell, and was going 
whither no man could predict,—for other 
reason than that she was the first discov- 
ered native of the island. She was a 
beautiful child; and I state this fact not 
specially in deference to the universal 
expectation that a character brought for- 
ward for anybody’s notice should be per- 
sonally capable of fascinating such. In- 
deed, it seems inevitable that we find our 
heroines and heroes in life beautiful. 
Miss Nightingale must needs remain our 
type of pure charity in person, as in 
character. Elisha Kent Kane among his 
icebergs must stand manifestly efficient 
for his “ princely purpose,” his eye and 
brow magnificent with beauty. Rachel, 
to every woman’s memory, must live the 
unparalleled Camille. 

Little Elizabeth—I smile to write her 
name upon the page with these—it were 
a shame to cheat of beauty by any bun- 
gle of description. Is not a fair spirit pre- 
destined conqueror of flesh and blood ? 
Have we not read of the noble lady 
whose loveliness a painter’s eye was the 
very first to discover? Where the like- 
ness? The soul saw it, not the eye; and 
he understood, who, seeing it, exc laimed, 
“ Our friend—in heaven !” 

While Adolphus Montier cleaned and 
polished his French horn, an occupation 
which was his unfailing resource, if he 
could find nothing else to do, or when 
he practised his music, business in which 


he especially deli 





rhted when off duty, it 
was his pleasure to have wife and child 
with him. 

Imagination was an active power in 
the Drummer’s sphere. He, away off in 
Foray, used to talk about the forms and 
colors of sounds, as if he knew about 
them: and he had not learned the talk in 
any school. He would have done no in- 


jury to transcendentalism. And he was 
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a happy man, in that the persons before 
manner of 
Never had 
his Pauline’s pride and fondness failed 


whom he indulged in this 


speech rather encouraged it. 
Adolphus the Drummer. Life in Foray 
was little less than banishment, though it 
had its wages and—renown; but Pauline 
made out of this single man her coun- 


try, friends, and home. Never woman 


endeavored with truer single-hearted- 


ness to understand her spouse. In her 
life’s aim was no failure. Let him expa- 
tiate on sound to the bounds of fancy’s 
extravagance, she could confidently fol- 


low, and would have volunteered her 


testimony to a doubter, as if all were a 
question of tangible fact, to be definitely 
For all 


the comfort she was to the man she loved, 


proved. So in every matter. 
for her confidence in him who deserved 
it, for her patient endurance of whatso- 
ever ill she met or bore, for choosing to 
walk in so peaceful a manner, with a 
heart so light and a face so fair, praise 
to the Drummer’s wife! 

Elizabeth, the companion of her par- 


ents in all their happy rambling and 


unambitious home-life, was their joy and 





she frolicked in the 


grass 


lost 


pride. If 
while her father 


not a 





played his airs, sh 


strain of the music. She heark- 
ened also to his deep discourse, and 


gave good heed, when he illustrated the 
meaning of the tunes he loved to play. 
And these were rarely the stirring strains 
! 


with which the 


the band chiefly 


Governor’s policy kept 
busy when the soldiers 


cathered on summer nights in knots of 


listeners, and the ladies of the fort, the 
Governor’s wife, and the wives of the 
officers, came out to enjoy the evening, 


or when a 


vessel touched the rocky 
shore. 
ee 


4ilZ ibeth’s 





vision was clearer than 


even love could make her mother’s,- _ 


nusic made her father’s; 


clearer than 


since a distinct conception of images 


seems not to be inevitable among the 
not 


image-makers. The prophets are 


always to be called upon for an inter- 
pretation. No white angel ever floats 


more clearly before the eyes of those 


> 
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who look on the sculptor’s finished work 
than the eyes of Elizabeth ap- 


peared the shapes and hues of sounds 


before 
which swept in gay or solemn procession 
through the windings of her father’s horn, 
floating over the blue water, dissolving 
No bright-winged bird, fair 


flower, or gorgeous sunset or 


as the mist. 
sea-wave, 
was more distinct to the child’s eyes than 
the hues of the same notes, stately as 
palm or pine,—red as crimson, white as 
wool, rich and full as violet, softly com- 
pelling as amethyst. 
Pauline Montier was by nature as ac- 
tive and diligent as Adolphus. She was a 
seamstress before the days of Foray and 
the Drummer, and still continued to ply 
her needle, though no longer urged by 
She for the officers’ 


and 


The income 


necessity. sewed 


wives, she knit stockings mufflers 


for the 


soldiers. thus de- 


rived independently of Montier’s public 
service was very considerable. 

sorn of such parents, Elizabeth would 
have had some difficulty in persuading 
herself that her 
through this life. 


Her early experiences were not as 


business was to idle 


peaceful as those which followed her 
tenth The 


cries of defeat, the 


1 


year. noise of battle, the 


shouts of victory, the 


sicht of agonized faces, the vision of 


death, the struggles of pain and anguish, 
the sorrow of bereavement,—she had 
seen all with those young She 


eves. 
had heard the whispered command in 


hushed moments of mortal danger, and 


the shout of triumph in the tumult of 





victory,—had watched blaz 


g ships, seen 


prisoners carried to their cells, attended 


the burial of brave men slain in battle, 
had marched with soldiers keeping time 
to funeral strains. Her courage and her 
, 


pity had been stirred in years when s 





could do no more than see and he 
Onee standing, throuch the heat of a 
bloody engagement, by the side of a lad, 


' 
a corporal’s son, who was stationed to 
I 


and communicate an order, a 
shot struck the bov down at 
her side. She saw that he 


for the 


receive 
random 
was dead, 


—waited order, transmitted it, 
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ok 1 then carried aw y tl ifeless body hung over the wall, every one of them 
of her fellow-sentin« l, stago ring under growing, vith dreadful perversi Vv. away 
ia the weighty burden, never resting till she from the cold, hard prison-ground which 
on had laid him in the shelter of his father’s held the roots so fast. Time was ne ver 
ms. quarters. After the engagement, this long enough when she sat in the shade 
bie story was told through the victorious of those branches, watching Sandy at 
‘air ranks by the witnesses of her valor, and _ his work. 

e a medal was awarded the child by ac- sy-and-by it happened that the flower- 


clamation. She always wore it, and was garden was given over to the charge of 


a as proud of it as a veteran of his ribbons the girl. It was natural that she, who 
o and stars. had never seen other flower-beds than 


But now, in times of peace, the fair these, should, aided by the home-recol- 


mother, imagine far pret- 














. Like a wl should dare suggest to 
3a to look his patience and _ his 
-_ lady 1—that the final ood re- 
one ¢ e come about in a moment 
ws ness exc looked for it, he oiving 
’ The fa h vexation, accepting it 
a ng tl y, and both working together 
could | t I ulort the ifter, th most helpful of friends. 
clean! | ist It re l 






d not many s 
ae oo 
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in an upper room of the prison. Through 
its grated window, the only one on that 
side of the building, he had that morning 
for the first time looked upon the island 
which had held him long a prisoner. 
Since daybreak he had stood before 
the window. The evening before, the 
stone had been rolled away from thé 
door of his sepulchre,—not by an angel, 
neither by force of the resistless Life- 
spirit within, shall it be said? Who 
knows that it was not by an angel? who 
shall aver it was not by the resistless 
Life ? 


from the cell he had occupied these five 





ast, he was here,—brought 


yrought from the arms of Death. 
His window below had looked on a dead 
stone-wall ; this break in the massive ma- 
sonry gave heaven and earth to him. 


The first ray of daylight saw him 





his feeble body to the win- 
dow. He did not remove from that post 


till the rain was over,—nor then, except 





fora moment. As » clouds rose from 
the sea, he watched them. How strange 


was the aspect of all things! Thus, 








while he had lived and not beheld, these 
trees had waved, these waters rolled, 
these clouds gathered,—grass had grown, 
and flowers unfolded ; for he saw the scar- 
let bloom before Elizabeth plucked it. 
And all this while he had lived like a 
dead man, unaware! Not so; but now 
he remembered not the days, when, 
conscious of all this life, he had deathly 
despair in his heart, and stones alone 
for friends. 

Imprisonment and solitude had told 


e man. He was st 





upon tl ill young, and 
one whom N ture and culture had fitted 
for no obscure station in the world. He 


lence he cave, per- 


could, by ec ery evi 
form no mere commonplaces of virtue 
or of vice. The world’s ways would not 
assign his limitation. He was capable of 


devising and of executing great things 





and had proved the power; and to this 
his presence testified, even in dilapida- 
tion and listk ssness. 

His repose was the repose of helpless- 
ness,—not that of grace or nature. The 
Opening of this prospect with the day- 





[ October, 


light had not the effect to increase his 
tranquillity. His dejection in the past 
months had been that of a strong man 
who yields to ne essity : his preset nt mood 
was not inspired with hope. The waves 
that leaped in the morning’s gloomy light 
were not so aimless as his life seemed to 
him. He had heard a bird sing in the 
branches of a tree whose roots were in 
the prison-yard,—now he could see her 
nest; he had heard the dismal pattering 


of the rain,—and now beheld it, and the 


clouds from which it fell; he saw the 
glimpses of the blue beyond, where the 


clouds were breaking; he saw the fort, 
the cannon mounted on the walls, the flag 
that fluttered from the tower, the bar- 
racks, the parade-ground, and the sur- 
rounding sea, whose boundaries he knew 


not; he saw the trees, he saw the garden- 


eround. Slowly his eyes scanned all,—and 
the soul that was lodged in the emaciat- 
ed figure grew faint and sick with seeing. 


But no tears, 


no sighs, no indications of 
grief or despair or desperate submission. 





He had little to learn of suffering ;—that 
he kn 


w. How-could he greet the day 
hail the heht, } less N iture ior her beau- 
ty, thank God for his life? Oh, the weari 
ness with which he leaned his head against 
those window-bars, faint and almost dy- 
ing under the weight of thoughts that 


rushed upon him, fierce enough to slay, 
if he showed < 








y resistance! But he 





manifested none. The day of struggle 


was over with him. He believed that 


they had brought him to this room to 





die. If any thought cc him joy, 


rhit y 
rht. es- 
1 


terday the Governor of the island, hear- 





surely it was this. He was 


ing the condition of the I risoner, this one 
remaining man of all whose sentence 
been endured within these walls, ha 
ordered a change of scene for him. His 
sentence was imprisonment for life. Did 


they fear his release the hands of one 





who hears the sichi the prison¢ r, 
and gives to every bondman the Year of 
Jubilee ? Were they i ilous and suspi- 
cious of the approa h of Death ? 


Though he had been so long a prisoner 


té¢ 


he showed in his person self-respect and 
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dignity of nature. His hair and beard 
were grown long; many a gray thread 
shone in his chestnut locks; his mouth 


was a firm feature; his eyes quiet, but 
not the mildest; his forehead very ample ; 
he was lofty in stature ;— outside the 
prison, a freeman, his presence would 


have been commanding. But he needed 


the free air for his lungs, and the light to 


surround him,—the light to set him in re- 


£ 


1e sense of life to compel him to 


t 
stand out in his own powerful individu- 





ct from every other living 


man. 


} 


By-and-by, while he stood at the win- 


dow, looking forth upon the strange scenes 
before him, this new heaven and new 
earth, the landscape became alive. The 
first human creature he had seen out- 
ide his cell since he became an inmate 


prison appeare 1 before his eves.— 





¥ on] ipping through t oar- 
| 
| 


den till she came to the flower-bed and 


plucked th itlet blossom. If she had 





been or ana l, he could hardly 
have bi 1 greater surpris¢ 

si vas 8 ¢ when she cam He 
th wit I re r zed that voice,—that it 
was the same he had often heard from 
the cell below. Many a time the horri- 
ble s illn t that cell h 1 been broken 
by t l of a uld’s voice, which, 
like a , swept unhindered through 
the walls, n essence of life, and a power. 

It . 1 moment that she paused 
before the flower; she plucked it, and 
was g But his eyes could follow 
her. She 1 not really, with her disap- 
pearing, % i And yet this visi n hac 
not to him the significance of the bow 
seen in t ud, whose interpreter, and 
whose i pretation, was the Almighty 


1 before that window 





led the symptom. The 
satisfied with the report. 
Towards set the rain was over, and 
with the 1 came forth abundant indi- 
cations of » island life. The gardener 
walked among the garden-beds and meas- 


ured his n ] 


ow’s work, calculating time 


and means within his reach,—and vouch- 


’ ~or 


s Mau Jiler. vod 





safing some attention to the flower-g 
den, as was evident when he paused be- 
fore it and made his thoughtful survey. 
The prisoner saw him smile when he 
took hold of the broken stalk which had 
been flower-crowned. And Sandy saw 
the prisoner. 


ih 


The next day Elizabeth came out wit 
the gardener, and they began their day’s 
work together. They seemed to be in 
the best spirits. The smell of the fresh- 
turned earth, the sight of the fresh shoots 
of tender green springing from bulb and 
root and branch, acted upon them like 
an inspiration. The warm sun also held 
them to their task. Sandy was generous 
in bestowing aid and counsel,—and also 
in the matter of his land,—trenching far- 
ther on the eround allotted to the vegeta- 
bles than he had ever done before. 

“The land must pay for it,” said he. 
“ We'll make a foot give us a yard’s worth. 
Cram a bushel into a peck, though ‘ The 
Doctor* said you never could do that! I 
know how to coax.” 

“Yes, and you know how to order, 


ly. You 


mee for taking an inch 





the little girl could do. I’ve seen young 
{I of wont P hit } 
IOlK WOrk at gardening aiore, but you do 





beat ’em all. How could I tell you would, 
though ? You don’t look it. Yes,—m Ly- 
be you do, though. But you've ( hanged 
since J first knew you.” 

“ Why, I was nothing but a baby then, 
Sandy 


“ Yes, yes,—I know; but you're chang- 


her, confiding in her with loving will- 
ineness,—the Daughter of the Reciment. 

The gardener was proud of his assistant, 
and seemed to enjoy t 
his labor. Thev worked till noon, Eliza- 
beth stoppir 


All this whil 


y hardly a moment to reste. 








e the prisoner stood watcl ing 
by his window, and the gardener saw 
him. The sight occasioned him a new 


perplexity, and he gravely considered 
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the subject. It was a good while be- 
fore he said to Elizabeth, speaking on 
conviction, in his usual low and rather 
mysterious tone,— 

“ There’s some one will enjoy it when 
all’s done.” 

“Who is that?” asked she, thinking 
he meant herself, perhaps. 

“One up above,” was the answer. 

But though Sandy spoke thus plainly, 
he did not look toward the prison,—and 
the prison was the last place of which Eliz- 
abeth was thinking. It was so long a time 
since the cell with the window had an 
occupant, that she was almost unconscious 
of that gloomy neighborhood. So, when 
the gardener explained that it was one 


up above who would enjoy her work, her 





eyes instantly sought the celestial heights. 
She was thinking of sun, or star, or 
angel, may-be, and smiling at Sandy’s 
speech, for sympathy. 

He saw her new mistake, and made 
haste to correct this also. 

“ Not so high,” said he, ¢ vutiously. 

Then, but as it seemed of chance, and 
not of purpose, the eyes of Elizabeth 
Montier turned toward the prison-wall, 
and fixed upon that window, the solitary 
one visible from the garden, and her face 
flushed in a manner that told her sur- 
prise when she saw a man behind the 
iron bars. 

“ Oh,” said she, looking away quickly, 
as if conscious of a wrong done, “ what 
made you tell me?” 

‘T guess you will like to think one shut 
up like him will take a little pleasure 
looking at what he can’t get at,” said 
Sandy, almost sharply,—replying to some- 
thing he did not quite understand, the 
pain and the reproof of Elizabeth’s speech. 

“ Oh, yes!” she answered, and went on 
with her work. 

sut though she might be pleased to 
think that her labor would answer an- 
other and more serious purpose than her 
own gratification, or that of the pretty 
flowers, it was something new and strange 
for the girl to work under this mysterious 
sense of oversight. 


“You have only got to speak the 





word,” said the gardener, who had per- 
ceived her perplexity, and was desirous 
of bringing her speedily to his view of 
the case, “ just speak, and he will be car- 
ried back to his old cell below, t’other 
side.” 

“ Will he?” 

“ Yes,—sure’s you live, if he troubles 
you, Miss Elizabeth. Nobody will think 
of letting him trouble you.” 

“ Oh, me !” she exclaimed, quickly, “ I 
should die quicker than have him moved 
where he ‘ ouldn’t see the garden.” 

“ I thought so,” said Sandy, satisfied. 

“Did you think I would complain of 
his standing by his window, Sandy ?” 

“ How did I know you would like to 
be stared at ?” asked he, with a lauch. 

Elizabeth blushed and looked grave; to 
her the matter seemed too terrib! 

‘] might have said some hing,” she 
mused, sadly. 

“ And if it had been to the wrong per- 
son,” suggested Sandy ;—“ for they a’n’t 
very fond of him, I guess.” 

“ Who is he, then ? I never heard.” 

“ He has been shut up in that building 
now a’most five year, Elizabeth,” said 
Sandy, leaning on the handle of the 
sp ule he had struck into the eround 
with emphasis. 

“ Five years 

“ Summer heat, and winter cold. All 
the same to him. No wonder he sticks, 
as if he was glued, to the window, now 
he’s got one worth the class.” 

* Oh, let him!” 

“Tf he could walk about the garden, it 
would be better yet.” 

“ Won’t he, Sandy ?” 

“T can’t say. He’s here for some ter- 
rible piece of work, they say. And no- 
body knows what his name is, I euess,— 
hereabouts, I mean. I never heard it. 
He won’t be out very quick. But let 


him /ook out, any way.” 





1 some- 


“ Oh, Sandy! I might have sai 
thing that would have hindered 

‘Didn't I know you wouldn’t for the 
world? That’s why I told you.” 

The gardener now went on with his 


spading. But Elizabeth’s work seemed 
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finished for this day. Above them stood 


He cuessed not what gven- 


the prisoner. 
tle hearts were pitiful with thinking of 
his sorrow. 

The next day the prisoner was not at 
the window, nor the next day, nor the 
next. Sandy was bold enough to ask the 
keeper, Mr 


and learned that the 


Laval, what was the mean- 
man was 
Sandy 


eth, and they agreed in think- 


ing of it, 
“11 





and not lik recover. 


told Eliza 





} 
} 


ing that for the poor creature death was 


probably the least of evils. 
But tl 
PUL ie 
they came to this conclusion, the sick 
man appeared 
» keeper’s care. 


eve S. He | 


The physician had ordered this change 


that on which 





7 + . 
aay rouowl 


before Sandy’s astonished 


; 1 
was under th 


of air, and they came to the garden at 


an hour wh 


en there was least danger of 
ms in the walks. 


tell 


She 


1 
other pers 


I 
: 
had much to 


meeting 
Elizabeth 
trembled 


that he 


Sandy 


when he saw’ her next. 


while he told her how he thought 


had seen a ghost when the keeper came 





leading é ner, whose pale face, 
tall fieure, fe p, appeared to have 





so little to « nature and 


affairs. 


1e flowers ? 

* she asked. 

e would not touch them. The 

would 
But he 

e saw everything,—even 

bles,” Sandy said. 


Elizabeth 





1 


keeps r offered h 
He 


looked at all, | 


m whatever he 


choose. desired nothing. 






the beds of veg 


“Did he seem pleased ?” 


again asked 
“ Pleased !’ 

for you and me,—not 
ee 


shut up these 


bs That’s 


it’s been 


> exclaimed Sandy. 
aman th 
No,—he didn’t 


lon’t know how 


five ye 


ars. 


he le yk- 


look pleased. I 


ed; don’t ask me; ’tisn’t pleasant to think 
of.” 

“T would have made him take the 
flower I had been here,” said Eliza- 


iner that see med very DOsi- 
irison with Sandy’s uncer- 
I dare say, 


esced: but he evid 


Sandy acqui- 


ntly had his doubts 


ywer in this business. 
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She must take no notice of the prison- 
er, she was given to understand one day, 


if she was to remain in the garden while 





he walked there. So she took no no- 
tice. 
Manuel, the ] 


I 
e was busy with 





He came and went. 


} 


er called him; and sh 


her weeding, and neither s 
Ah, she did not !—did not see tl 
that came 


the cates !—did 





moving like a s 
the sk W 


10t hear 


ging step of one who is weary almost 


helplessness,—the 
of hope, 


of life, the expectation of spirit, the 


listless step that has 


lost the spring the ¢ 


streneth of manhood !—She did hear, 


} 


see the man. We feel the near 





our friend who is a thousand miles away. 
Something beside the sunshine is upon 
us, and receives our answering smile 
That sudden shadow is not of the passing 
cloud. That voi ‘e al midn s not 
1.——H ked 
I lt ell. 

] , 
or a day. It does 1 t t to 
dream a life’s events. H 3 ywn- 
ing man whirled round the circle of ex- 
perien es which were so slow in their 

development! 

Compassion without limit, « reous 


purpose impatient of 


this young girl. 

“ You behaved like 
dy,—* you never looked up. 
run now, I’m sure, when he thinks of 
taking aturn. All we’ve got to do is to 
mind our own 
I suess we can. 
off those chains.” 


“ What chains ?” asked 








with a shudder she looked up at Sar 

“ His wrists, you know,—locked,” he 
explained. 

“Oh!” groaned the gentle ], and 
she walked off, forgetful of t f ers 
tools, Sandy, everythin r, B sa 





followed her; she ’ to 
her, and before the it e wait- 
ed for him; he was ma 

“T can tell you what it’s for,” l he, 


for he had no idea of keepi 
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to himself, and he dared not trust it to 
any other friend. 

“ What is it?” she asked,—and she 
trembled when she asked, and while she 
waited for his answer. 

“For fighting the Church. Would 
you think that? He did such damage, it 
wasn’t safe for him to be at liberty. That’s 
how it was. I think he must be a Luther- 
an ;—you know they don’t believe in the 
Holy Ghost! Of course,—poor fellow !— 
it’s right he should be shut up for warring 
with the Church that came down through 
the holy Apostles, when you know all the 
rest only started up with Luther and Cal- 
vin. He ought to have knowed better.” 

“ Who told you, Sandy ?” asked Eliz- 
abeth, as if her next words might under 
take to extenuate and justify. 

“Tt came straight enough, I under. 
stand. But—remember—you don’t know 
anything about it. His name is Manuel, 
though :—don’t dare to mention it ;—that’s 
what Mr. Laval calls him. Are you go- 
ing? I wouldn’t have told you a word, 
but you took his trouble so to heart. You 
see, now, it’s right he should be shut up. 
But let on that you know anything, all 
the worse for me,—I mean, him!” 

“Yes,” said Elizabeth, “you're safe, 
Sandy. Thank you for telling me.” 

Sandy walked off with a mind relieved, 
for he believed in Elizabeth, and had 
found the facts communicated too great a 
burden to bear alone. 

She passed through the garden-gate 
most remote from the fort ; it opened into 
a lonely road which ran inland from the 
coast, between the woods and the prison, 
and to the woods she went. The shad- 
ows were gloomy to-day, for she went 
among them lamenting the fate of the 
stranger ;—the mystery surrounding him 
had increased, not lessened, with Sandy’s 
explanation. 

Fighting against the Church was an un- 
imagined crime. Of the great conflict in 
which he had taken part, to the ruin of 
his fortunes, she knew nothing. The dis- 
putes of Christendom, had they been 
explained, would have seemed almost 


incredible to her. For, whatever was 
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known and discussed in the circle of 
the Governor of the island, Drummer 
Montier, and such as he, kept the peace 
with all mankind. The Church took care 
of itself, and appeared neither the op 
pressor nor the Saviour of the world 
What they had fought about in the first 
years of the possession of Foray, Montier 
could hardly have told,—and yet he was 
no fool. He could have given, of course, 
a partisan version of the struggle; but as 
to its real cause, or true result, he knew 
as little as the other five hundred men 
belonging to the regiment. 

While Elizabeth wandered through 
those gloomy woods, she saw no flowers, 
gathered no wild fruits,—though flowers 
and berries were perfect and abundant. 
Now and then she paused in her walk to 
look towards the prison, glimpses of whose 
strong walls were to be had through 
the trees. At length the sound of her 
father’s horn came loud and clear from 
the cliffs beyond the wood. It fell up- 
on her sombre meditation and slightly 
changed the current. She hurried for- 
ward to join him, and, as she went, a 
gracious purpose was shining in her 
face. 

When she returned home, it was by 
the unfrequented prison-way, her father 
playing the liveliest tunes he knew. For 
the first time in their lives they sat down 
by the side of the lonely road where they 
had emerged from the wood ; Elizabeth’s 
memory served her to recall every air 
that was sweet to her, and she listened 
while her father played, endeavoring to 
understand the sound those notes would 
have to “ Manuel.” 

Montier could think of no worthier 
employment than the practice of his 
music. Especially it pleased him that 


} 


his daughter should ask so much as 





was now asking: he could not discern all 
that was passing in her heart, nor see 


how many shadows moved bef those 





sweet, serious eyes. 

They went home at night-fall together; 
and the young girl’s step was not more 
light, now that her heart was troubled by 
what she must not reveal, even to him. 
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The next morning Sandy was very 





busy with Elizabeth, tying up some flow- 


ers which had been tossed about, and 
broken, many of them, in the night gale, 
when the keeper came througn the gate, 
leading this Manuel, who, grim as a spec- 
tral shadow, that had been fearful but for 
its exceeding pitifulness, stood now be- 
tween her and all that she rejoiced in. 

“ There!” exclaimed Sandy. Looking 
up, she saw them approaching straight 
along the path that led past the flower- 
beds. 

“ Your flowers had a pretty rough time 
of it in the storm,” said Jailer Laval, as 
he drew near. He addressed the drum- 
mer’s daughter,—but his eyes were on 
Sandy, with the suspicious and stern in- 
quiry common to men who have betrayed 
a secret. But Sandy was busy with his 
delving. 

“ Yes,” answered Elizabeth, and she 
looked from the ground up to the faces 
of these men. 

“ Ts that a rose-bush? That was rough- 
ly handled,” said Laval, pointing with 
his stick to the twisted rose-stalk covered 
with buds, over whose blighted promise 
she had been lamenting. 

“ Yes.” said E 


hardly knew what she said, still less was 





ibeth again; but she 


she aware of the expression her face 
wore when she looked at the prisoner. 
Yes, — even as Sandy said, his wrists 
were chained together; he was more 
like a ghost than a man; his face was 
pale and hopeless, and woful beyond 
her understanding was the majesty of 


At such a price he paid for fights 


again Church! But in truth he 
had not the look of an evil, warring 
man. His gravity, indeed, was such as 
it seemed impossible to dispel. But on- 
y pity stirred the heart of Elizabeth 
Montier as she looked on him. Surely 
it was a face that never, in any ex- 
cess of passion, could have looked ma- 
lienance. Ah! and at such a price he 


purchased his sunshine, the fresh air, 
and a near vision of this flower-carden ! 


—in chains! 
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When she looked at him, his gaze was 
on her,—not upon the roses. She smiled, 
for pity’s sake ; but the smile met no re- 
turn. His countenance had not the habit 
of responding to such glances. Sombre 
as death was that face. Then Elizabeth 
turned hastily away; but as the keeper 
also moved on a step, she detained him 
with a hurried “ Wait a minute,” and went 
on plucking the finest flowers in bloom. 
Like an iron statue stood the prisoner 
while she plucked the roses,—it was but 
&@ minute’s work,—then she tied the flow- 
ers together and laid them on his fettered 
hands; whether he would refuse them, 
whether the gift pained or pleased him, 
whether the keeper approved, she seem- 
ed afraid to know,—for, having given the 
flowers, she went away in haste. 

It was not long after this first act of 
friendly courtesy, which had many a rep- 
etition,—for the keeper was at bottom a 
humane man, and not disposed to per- 
secute his charge, while he was equally 
far from any carelessness in guarding or 
leniency of treatment that would have 
excited suspicion as to his purpose, in 
the minds of the authorities of the island, 
—not long after this day, when the fine 
sympathy betrayed for him by Elizabeth 
fell on Manuel’s heart like dew, that the 
wife of the jailer died. 

Her death was sudden and unlooked- 
for, thouch neither Nature nor the woman 
eould have been blamed for the shock 
poor Laval experienced. Death had fair- 
ly surrounded her, disarming her at every 
point, so that when he called her there 
was no resistance. 





ler Laval took the bereavement in 
a remorseful mood. The first thing to 
be done now was the very last he would 
have owned to purposing during her life- 
time. Release from that prison had been 
the woman’s prayer, year in and year 
out, these ten years, and Death was the 
bearer of the answer to that prayer,—not 
her husband. 

3ut now, from the day of her sudden 
decease, the prison had become to him 
dreary beyond endurance. The mantle 


of her discontent fell on him, and, having 





| 
t 
; 
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no other confidant beside honest, stupid 
Sandy, he talked to him like a man who 


f abandoning his labor, 





seriously though 
and retiring to that land across the sea 
for which his wife had pined during ten 
homesick years. 

Sandy, who might have regarded him- 
self in the light of an “humble instru- 
ment,” had he been capable of a particle 
of vanity or presumption, told Elizabeth 
Montier, with whom he had held many 
a conference concerning prison matters, 
since Manuel first began to walk along 
the southern garden-walk, where the flow- 
er-beds lay against the prison-wall. What 
was her answer? It came instantly, with- 
out premeditation or precaution,— 

“Then we must take his place, San- 
dy.” 

“We, Miss?” said Sandy, with even 


greater consternation than surprise. 





“ Yes,” she replied, too much absorbed 
by what she was thinking, to mind him 
and his blunders,—* papa must take the 
prison.” 

“QOh!”—and Sandy blushed through 
his tan at his absurd mistake. Then 
he laughed, for he saw that she had 
not noticed it. Then he looked grave, 
and wondering, and doubtful. The idea 
of Adolphus Montier’s pretty wife and 


hter changing their pretty 





pretty daug 
home for life in the dark prison start- 
led him. He seemed to think it no 
less wrong than strange. But he did 
not express that feeling out and out; 
he was hindered, as he glanced sideways 


at the young girl who gazed so solemnly, 






, before her. At what she was 


looking he could not divine He saw 
nothing. 

“JT wouldn’t be overly quick about 
that,” said he, cautiously. 

“ No danger!” was the prompt reply. 

“ For I tell you, of all the places I ever 
see, that prison makes me feel the queer- 
est. I believe it’s one reason I let the 
flower-garden go so long,” owned Sandy. 
He did not speak these words without an 
effort; and never had Elizabeth seen 
him so solemn. She also was grave,— 
but not after his manner of 


aiden 
gravity. 


“ You see what I did with the poor 
flower-beds, Sandy,” said she. “ Wait 
now till you see what happens to the 
prison.” 


But it is one thing to purpose, and 


another to execute. Far easier for Eliz- 
abeth to declare than to conduct an he- 
roic design. One thing prevented rest 
day and night,—the knowledge that La- 
val’s intended resignation must be fol- 
lowed by a new application and appoint 
ment. With such a degree of sympathy 
had the condition of the « aptive inspired 
her, that the idea of the bare possi- 
bility of cruelty or neglect or brutality 
assuming the jailer’s authority seemed 
to lay upon her all the responsibility of 
his future. She must act, for she dared 
not hesitate. 

One evening Adolphus took his horn, 
and, attended by wife and child, went 
out to walk. He meant to send a strain 
from the highest of the accessible coast 
rocks. But Elizabeth changed his plan. 
The time was good for what she had to 
say. Instead of expending his enthusi- 
asm on a flourish of notes, he was called 
upon to manifest it in a noble resolu- 
tion. 

When Elizabeth invited her father to 
a prospect sylvan rather than marine, to 
the shady P ith on the border of the wood 
between it and the prison, Montier, easily 
drawn from any plan that concerned his 
own inclination merely, let his d wichter 
lead, and she was re sponsil le for all that 
followed in the history of that little fam- 
ily. So love defers to love, with di- 


” 3. 4°-3 
all celestial move- 





vine courtesy, throug 
ments. 

After playing a few airs, Montier’s an- 
ticipated evening ended, and another set 
in. The sympathies of a condition, the 
opposite to that of which he had been 
so happily conscious, pressed too closely 
against him. ‘The musician could not, 
for the life of him, have played with be- 
coming spirit through any one of all the 
strains of victory he knew. 

Near him, under a tulip-tree, sat Pan- 
line, with her knitting in her hand, the 


image of peace. Not so Elizabeth. She 
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was doubting, troubled. But when the 
bird her father’s music moved to sing 
was still, she spoke , as she had promised 


herself she would, asking a question, of 


whose answer she had not the slightest 
doubt. 

“ Papa, do you know that Mr. Laval 
is going away ?” 

“Why, yes, that’s the talk, I be 
lieve.” 
“ Will they get somebody to take his 


” 
ce ? 





“ Of course. There’s a prisoner on 
hand yet, you know,—and the house to 
look after.” 

“A big house, too, and dreadful dreary,” 
remarked the mother of Elizabeth. “ La- 
val’s wife used to say, when she came up 
to see me sometimes, it was like being a 
prisoner to live in that building. And 
now she’s dead and gone, he begins to 
think the same.” 

“ Suppose we take Laval’s pl ace,” sug- 
gested Montier, looking very seriously at 


his wife; but suggestion did not alarm 
her. Adolp! is often expressed his sat- 
isfaction with existing arrangements by 
making propositions of exchange for oth- 
er states of life, propositions which never 
wife or daughte r. They 
se demonstrations of his 


Therefore, at these words 


smiled, and for the reason 


} } 


ls could draw forth such a 





grave. 
could, papa,” said she. 


we could, you child?” ex- 





mother, wondering. “It 
looks so pleasant, eh ?” and the fair face 
of Pauline turned to the prison, and sur- 
veyed it, shudds ring. 

“ For the prisoner’s sake,” said Eliza- 
beth. “ Who knows but a cruel keeper 


may be p in Laval’s place? He is 





almost dead with grief, that prisoner is,— 
I know by his face. After he is gone, 
the re won’t be any prisoner there,- and 


' ; . m 
we could make it very pleasant. 


‘Pleasant! What do you mean by 
pleasant ?” asked Pauline, inwardly vex- 
ed that her child had suggested the ques- 


tion,—and yet too just, too kindly dis- 


posed, to put the subject away with im- 
perative refusal to consider it. “I never 
Was in a pla e 80 horrid.” 

“ But if it was our home, and all our 
things were there,” urged Elizabeth, “ it 
would be different. It depends on who 
lives in a house, you know.” 

“Yes, that is so; it depends a little, 
but not entirely. It would be more than 
your mother could do to make a pleasant 
looking place out of that prison. You 
see it is different in the situation, to be- 
gin with. Up where we live the sun 1s 
around us all day, if it is anywhere; and 
then the little rooms are so light! If you 
put a flower into them, you think yon 
have a whole garden. Besides, it’s Home 


up there, and down here it isn’t.”— Saying 





this, Adolphus rose up quicl as though 





he had a mind to quit the spot. 

“When they select a man to fill La- 
val’s place, of course they will be careful 
to choose one as good and kind,” said 
Pauline, with mild confidence. 

“The jailer before him was not good 


and kind,” remarked her dau: 





“They dismissed him for it,” said 
Adolphus, quickly. 

“But they said the prisoners were 
half-starved, and abused every way. It 
was a good while before it was found 
out. That might happen again, and less 
chance of any one knowing it. He is so 
near dead now, it wouldn’t take much 
to kill him.” 

No one replied to this argument. Pan- 
line and Adolphus talked of other things, 
and the musician returned to his music. 
But all in good time. Elizabeth was 
capable of patient e, and at last her 
father said, looking around him to make 
sure that his remark would have only 
two listeners,— 

“That prisoner isn’t a man to be talk- 
ed of about here. You never heard me 
mention him. Laval used to give a—a— 
bad account of him. He had to be kept 
alive.” 

“ Till he heard your music, papa, and 
was moved up to the room with a win- 
dow. Did he tell you that?” asked 


Elizabeth. 
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“He said he thought the music did 
him good,” acknowledged Adolphus. 

“ May-be it was the same as with Saul 
when David played for him. Sut he 
does not look like a bad man, papa. He 
looks grander than any of our officers. 
And he has fought battles, they say. He 
is very brave.” 

Both Adolphus and Pauline Montier 
looked at their daughter with the most 
profound surprise when she spoke thus. 
Not merely her words, but her manner 
of speaking, caused this not agreeable 
perplexity. Her emotion was not only 
too obvious, it was too deep for their 
understanding. The mother was the 
first to speak. . 

“How did you hear all this, child? 
I never heard him talked of in this 
way. They don’t talk about him at all, 


—<o tl ey, Adolphus : Jad 








“No,” he answered; but he spoke the 
word very mildly. The tone did not 
indicate a want of sympathy in the com- 
passion of his daughter. 

Eliza 
her father. What friends had she, if 
these were not her friends ? 


“The jailer told Sand 


eth looked from her mother to 





Za 


and Sandy 





told me,” she said. “ But they never 
talk to any other person. Oh! I was 
afraid to hear about it; but now I have 
heard, I was afraid not to speak. Would 
it be so dreadful for you to live here, 
when we could always have music and 
the garden? And these woods seem 
pleasant, when you get acquainted. Day 
or night I can’t get him out of my mind. 
It is just as if you were shut up that way, 
papa. I am afraid to be happy when 
any one is so wretched.” 

The result was, that Elizabeth’s words, 
and not so much her words as the state 
of things she contrived to make apparent 
by them, brought Adolphus Montier to 
a clear, resistless sense of the prisoner’s 
fate. Over the features of that fate 
he was for days brooding. Now and 
then a word that indicated the direc- 
tion of his thinking would escape him 
in his wife’s hearing. Silently Pauline 
followed Adolphus to the end of all this 


joined her parents. Susceptible as th 





[( detol er, 


thinking. Once she walked alone along 
the unfrequented road that ran between 
the prison and the wood, down to the 
sea; and she looked at the gloomy for- 
tress, and tried to think about it as she 
should, if certain that within its walls 
her lot would soon be cast. 

And more than once Montier walked 
home that way; and if it chanced that 
he had his horn or his drum with him, 
he marched at quickstep, and played tl 
liveliest tunes, and emerged from the 


shadows of the wood with a spirit un- 





daunted. He had played for the pri 
oner, whom he had never yet seen,—but 
not more for him than for himself. 

One Sunday, when the little fa 


walked out together, Adolphus and his 
wife fell into a pleasant train of thought, 
—and when they were together, thought 


Sr 
and speech were generally s 





ous. As they passed the I 
Adolphus had led the way to this path,— 
Laval was standing in the door. They 


h him; whereat he 








ste pped to speak Wi 
invited them into his 

In this walk, Elizabeth had fallen be- 
hind her parents. When she saw them 


going into the prison, she quickened h 





pace, for her father beckoned to h 
But she was in no earnest | to fol- 
low, as became sufficient! st when 





she was left alone. 
They had not gone far in their tall 


however, when she came to the door- 
way. Laval, in all his speech, was a 
lelit 


deliberate man, and neither Ado 
nor his wife showed any eagerness in the 


conduct of the conversation now begun 






The contrast between the gloom of the 
apartment and the light and cheerful- 
ness of their own home was apparent 
to all of them. Elizabeth felt the op 
pression under which each of the litt] 
party seemed to labor, the instant she 
all were to the influences of Nature, her 
sunshine and her shadow, this gloom 
which fell upon them was nothing more 
than might have been anticipated. 

Jailer Laval was homesick, and inno- 


cent of a suspicion of what was passing 
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By the sea-shore she sat down, and 


her father an 


on. They were not talking as they « 
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his had 


music 
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mother followed slowly 


hus could not resist the pros 


him 


left him. 


‘eariness to him. 


ame. 
Adol- 


before 


pec { 


Loud was the blast he blew upon 


to a me 
th 


Tl e p ison 





And Ad 
hi 
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of doing what we'd have done for us! 
Besides, I believe we could make it pret- 


ty pleasant. Cool in summer, and warm 





tewash pretty thor- 
ough. And if the windows were rub- 


, your way, the light might get 





“Poor Joan Laval!” said Pauline. 
‘Body and mind gave out. She was 
different at first. 

“Do you think it*was the prison ?” 
asked Adolphus, quik kly, like a man halt- 
ing between two opinions,— 


knowing which way he would jump. 


there was no 


“ Something } 


, 1 
broke | 


er down,” replied 
his wife. She was looking from one win- 


dow,—he from another 


l,” said 
rt. - Always was. 


Frightened at her own shadow, I sup- 


“Joan Laval was Joan Lava 


Adolphus, with an ef 











I 
pose. But—there! we won't think of it. 
I know how it looks to vou. Pa 
Very wel I don’t se why we «i 1 
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Ne r’s Daughte rr 8) tobe A 


tune,—a solitary man,—a dying prison- 
er? What she would not sive un fr 


~! t 


ight any day be taken from her. If 





fire did not destroy it, the government, 


which took delight in interference, might 


see fit to order that the house they occ u- 
pied should be used again for the original 
purpose of storage. 


And then the discomforts of the 





began to appear very questionable. Sh 
PI Yq 
remembered that Joan Laval was, as 


Adolphus hinted, weakly, nervous, ‘fright- 
| at her cern chadow’.—a rm } 

ened at her own shadow, 4 Woman who 

had never, for any single day of her life, 





lived with a lofty purpose,—a 1 
of the ground, who could only cast a 
=e 
snadow. 

She perceived that they would be close 
] . 


to the flower-garden ; a minute’s walk 





would lead them to the pleasant woods, 


—anad Pauline Montie1 always loved tl 


Indeed, when she beean to take this 

ore call : ‘ 

und, the first steps of ot upation alo 
could be timid or doubtful. After that, 
h humanity, her sym vathy, her confi- 
dence in her husband and daughter, drew 


the woman on, till she forgot how difficult 





the first steps had been 
I 
She surprised both husband and daugh- 
ter by saying to Adolphus, the moment 
he can ( n, that he had 
make inquiry of Laval whether he 
f 
fi 





naw t 
ul 
T 
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“T thank you,” said the prisoner; and 
to the jailer it now seemed as if the fig- 
ure of the man beside him grew in height 
and strength,—as if he trod the ground 
less feebly and listlessly while he spoke 
these words. <A divine consolation must 
have strenethened him even then, or he 
could never have added with such em- 
phasis, “ Wherever you go, take this my 
assurance with you,—you have not been 
You 


well as you could. I thank you for it.” 


cruel or careless. have done as 

“You don’t ask me where I’m going,” 
said the jailer, after a silence that seemed 
but brief to him,—such a deal of areu- 
ment he had dispatched, so many difficul- 
ties he had overcome in those few mo- 
ments, whose like, for mental activity and 
conclusiveness, he had never seen before, 
” I shall be 
But—where 


tell 


But whom did you leave be- 


and never would see again. 
asked if I have told you. 
did you come from? Do not me 
your name. 
hind you that you would care most should 
know you are alive and in good hands ?” 

These questions, asked in good faith, 
would have had their answer; but while 


the pris ne 





r was preparing such reply as 
have proceeded, brief 


to the point, from the confusion of hope 


would and wholly 


and surprise, the Governor of Foray 
came in sight, drew near, and, suspicious, 
as became him, walked in silence by the 


1 





prisoner's side, while Laval obeyed his 


mute instructions, leading Manuel back 
to his cell 
the shore of Foray. 

Havit 


jailer in turn was mar 


A vessel was approaching 


' disposed of his prisoner, the 
‘hed, like one un- 
der arrest, up to the fort, where he re- 
mained, an object of suspicion, until his 
time came for sailing, and, without know- 
ing it, he went home under guard. 

When Adolphus Montier ascended to 
r’s room that night, he found 
the After 


Laval left him, he had looked from out 


ion 


the p 
him standing by window. 
that window, and seen the white sail of 
he could 


‘ it now, but 
there he stood, watching, as though he 


a vessel not see 
knew not that his chance of hope was 


over. 
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[ October, 


As Adolphus entered the room, the 


him,— 


prisoner turned immediately t 
asking quietly, as if he had not been sud- 
denly tossed into a gulf of despair by 
the breeze that brought him hope,— 

“ Has Laval sailed ?” 

“When the 


answer. 


cannon fired,” was the 

Then Adolphus placed the dish con- 
taining the prisoner’s supper on the table 
he had already lighted the lamp in the 
hall. 


thing, on this his first appearance in the 


And now he wanted to say some- 


capacity of keeper, and he knew what to 
say,—he had prepared himself abundant- 
But both the heart and 
Adolphus Montie 

as he 


1 


ly, he thoucht. 
the imagination of 
stood in the way of such utterance 
The instant his e: 
and forlorn, tl 
he heard that question, his kin 
ikness, he stood in the 
he saw the il 


its homeward voyage,—he beheld 


his eves fi 





had prepared. 
on that ficure, lonely 
instant 
heart became we 


vessel s 





prison¢ r’s place,— 
ing on 
men stepping from sea to shore, -walk- 
ing in happy freedom through the streets 


of home ;—a vision that filled his eves 


with tears was before him, and he was 


long in controllin 
to sav.— 
*“ We are in Laval’s place, Sir, : 


hope you will have no cause to regret 


the change. I dk t know how to 
severe. but I must do 
Sut I wasn’t put here for a t 





ow why you are 


told me,” said the prisoner. 


friends, 


“ Then we’re a’n’t we ?” aske 
“though I must do my 





~ al ne. You 


hat employ m 
"a 


stand. I'd 


of this building wide open for you, if I 


set every door and windov 


though I don’t know wl 
But I swear befor 


had my way ; 


you're here for. 


heaven and earth, nothing wil 


to forget my duty to the government: 
you should escape, it would be over mv 


dead bodv. So you see my positi¢ n - 

“ Yes, said the prisoner; and if any- 
thing could have tempted a smile f 
} 


him, this manner of speech would have 
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done it. But Adolphus was far enough 
from smiling. 

“ Come, eat something,” said he, with 
tremulous persuasion. “ My wife knows 
how to get up such things. She will do 
the best for you she can.” 

“ Thank you.” 

The prisoner again looked out of the 
window. It was growing dark; the out- 
line of sea and land was fading out of 
sight ; dreary looked the world without, 
— but within the lamp seemed shining 
with a brighter light than usual. And 
here was a person and a speech, a hu- 
man sympathy, that almost warmed and 
soothed him. 

He approached the table where Adol- 
phus had spread his supper. He sat in 
the chair that was placed for him, and 
the Drummer waited on him, recom- 
mending Pauline’s skill again, much as 
he might have presented a petition. The 
prisoner ate little, but he praised Pauline, 
and said outright that he had tasted noth- 
ing so palatable as her supper these five 
years. This cheered Montier a little, but 
still his spirits were almost at the lowest 
point of depre ssion. 


-~ You se 1 to 


1 
e . . . . ° 
prisoner, when Adolphus was gatherin 


ty me,” remarked the 


g g 
up the remains of the frugal supper. 
“ My God !—yes!” exclaimed Adolphus, 
stopping short, and looking at the man. 
It was a sort of sympathy that could 
not harm the person on whom it was be- 
stowed. 


“TI consider myself well off to-night,” 


said he, quietly. “It is your little daugh- 





, ' ‘ 
ter that works in the garden so much? I 


have often watched her.’ 





Iphus, almost with a 


* And you are the man whose music 





” 


has been so cheering many a time ? 
“I want to know what airs you like 

best,” said the poor Drummer, hurriedly. 
‘I never heard you play one that I 

did not like.”—Precious praise ! 

% 


“Then you like music? 


I can be pret- 





ty tolerably severe, Sir, if I make up my 
nind!” said Adolphus, as if addressing 


his own conscience, to set that at rest by 


this open avowal. “ There’s no danger 
of my doing wrong by the government. 
I'd have to pay for you with my life. 
Yes,—for it would be with my liberty. 
And there’s my wife and child. So you 
understand where I am, as I told you be- 


fore; but, by thunder! 


you shall have 
all the music you want, and all the flow- 
ers; and my little girl can sing pretty 
well,—her mother taught her. And if 
you’re sick, there a’n’t a better nurse 
in the hospital than P: 
There! good night!” 


Adolphus took up the tray and hurried 


Montier. 





out of the room,—and forgot to fasten the 
door behind him until he had gone half 
way down the stairs. He came back in 
haste, and turned the great key with half 
the blood in his body burning in his face, 
—not me¢ rely an evidence of the exertion 
made’ in that operation, which he en- 
deavored to perform noiselessly. He was 
ashamed of this caging business; but he 
would have argued you out of counte- 
nance then and there, had you ventured 


a word against the government,—though, 


as he said, he was in the dark concernins 





the prisoner’s crime. 

When he went down stairs he found 
supper prepared, and Pauline and their 
daughter waiting for him. He sat down 
in silence, seeking to avoid the question- 
ing eyes which turned toward him so ex- 
pectant and so hopeful. Discerning his 
mood, neither wife nor daughter troubled 
him with questions; at last, of himself, he 
broke out vehemently,— 

“T wouldn’t for the world have lost the 
chance! Laval wasn’t the man to take 
eare of that gentleman. But he don’t 
say a word against Laval, mind you. He 
spoke about the flowers and the music. 
Oh, bang it!” 


Here, in spite of himself, the Drum- 
} 


mer was wholly overcome. H 
his head to the table and broke into 
violent weeping. Another barrier gave 
way beside. Elizabeth flew to him. He 
seemed not to heed her, nor the su Iden 
ery, “Oh, father!” that escaped her. 
She sat down by his side,—she wept as 


he was weeping. It was a stormy emo- 
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tion that raged through her heart, when 
her tears burst forth. She was not weep- 
ing for pity merely, nor because her fa- 
ther wept. Long before he lifted his 
head, she was erect, and quiet, and hope- 
ful, — but a child no more. She was a 
woman to love, a woman to dare, — fit 
and ready for the guiding of an angel. 
By-and-by Adolphus said to Pauline,— 
“If ; 


1 


iny one else had undertaken this 













! October, 


job in our place, we should have deserved 
to be shut out of heaven for it. Think- 
ing twice about it! I’m ashamed of my- 
self. Why, why,—he looks like a ohost. 


Bat he won't look that way long! Ws 





a’n’t here to browbeat a man, and kill 
him by inches, I take it.” 

“No, indeed!” said Pauline, as if the 
bare idea filled her with indignation. 


The three were surely one now. 


[To be continued.] 


WALDEINSAMKEIT. 


I po not count the hours I spend 


In wandering by the sea; 


The forest is my loyal friend, 


Like God it useth me. 


In plains that room for shadows make 


Of skirting hills to lie, 


Bound in by streams which give and take 


Their colors from the sky, 


Or on the mountain-crest sublime, 


Or down the oaken glade, 


] 


Oh, what have I to do with time ? 


For this the day was made. 


] 





s of mortals woebegone 


Fantastic care derides, 





Sheen will tarni 


And merry is only a mask of sad ; 


But sober on a fund of joy 
The woods at heart are 


} 


There the great Planter plants 


Of fruitful worlds the 


And with a million sy 


The souls that walk in pain. 


Still on the seeds of a 


The rose of beautv burns: 


Through times that wear, and forms that fade, 


1 


Immortal youth returns. 


orain, 


1] } 


lis enchants 


i 
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Che black ducks mounting from the lake, 
The pigeon in the pines, 
The 


ittern’s boom, a desert make 
Which no false art refines. 





Down in yon w ary nook, 
Where be irded mists divide, 

rhe gray old gods that Chaos knew, 
The sires of Nature, hide. 


Aloft, in secret veins of air, 
Blows the sweet breath of song; 
Ah! few to scale those uplands dare, 
i 


Though they to all belong. 


See thou bring not to field or stone 
The fancies found in books : 
Leave authors’ eyes, and fetch your own, 


landscape’s looks. 





brave th 





And if, a 
My th 1d 
AY —) 





To th 
; V ] thy suom Is, 
Chy thrift the sleep of cares; 
“7 
] 1 proud idleness like this 
1] 1:4,’ ‘T. 
Crowns all life’s mean affairs. 


THE GERMAN POPULAR LEGEND OF DOCTOR FAUSTUS. 


We dou ‘ her any popular le- _ liest times, occupied the imagination of 
gend has ever taken de per root among the most widely different races. A cer- 
the common people and spread farther in tain analogy we can easily explain by 
he world than the story of Dr. Faustus the affi rts and human 





and his reckless con pact with the Evil minds. But when we find that exactly 





One. We do not intend to ire the same ion is reéchoed by the 
it, of course, to those ancient ms mountains of Norway and Sweden in 
which seem to have con tituted a tie of the ballad of “Sir Olaf and the Erl- 
relati mship betw . the most distant na- kine’s Daughter.” which the milkmaid of 
tions in times anterior to history. These Britt ny sings in the lay of the “ Sieur 


are mostly of a mythological character, Nann and the Korizan, 





—as, for instance, tl se referring to the fvuace ra lically different from the Norse, 

existence of elementa spirits. Their when, here and there, the same forms 
YF 

connection with mankind has, in the ear- of superstition meet us in the ancient pop- 
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ular poetry of the Servians and modern 
Greeks, which were familiar to the Teu- 
tonic and Cambrian races of early cen- 
turies,—must we fot believe in a prime- 
val intimate connection between distant 
nations ? are we not compelled to ac- 
knowledge that there must have existed, 
in those remote times, means of com- 
munication unknown to us ? 

We repeat, however, that, in calling 
the legend of Dr. Faustus the most wide- 


ly-spread we know of, we cannot allude to 





these primitive traditions, the circulation 
of which is perfectly mysterious. We 
speak of such popular legends as admit 
of their origin being traced. Among 
these the F austus-tradition may be eall- 
ed comparatively new. To us Amer- 
icans, indeed, whose history commences 
only with the modern history of Europe, 
a pe riod of three hundred years seems 
quite a respectable space of time. 
to the Germans and the Scandinavians, 
from whose popular lore the names of 
Horny Siegfried and Dietric of Berne, 
(‘Theodoric the Great,) and of Roland, 
are not yet completely erased, a story of 
the sixteenth century must appear com- 
paratively modern. 

The popularity of the lea nd of Faus- 
tus, although of German origin, was, al- 
most from its first rise, not confined to 
German lands. The French, Dutch, and 
English versions of the poor Doctor’s ad- 
venturous life are but very little younger 
than his German biographies; and it we 
about the same time that he was made 


ly by Marlowe, one 


the subject of a trage 
of the most ofl 1 of Shaks} eare’ 
matic predecessors. We are not 

of erring, when we ascribe the uncommon 
popularity and rapid circulation of this le- 
gend principally to its deep and intrinsic 


j 


moral t 


interest. Faustus’s time of action 
was exactly the period of the great relig- 
ious reformation which shook all Europe. 
During the sixteenth century, even the 
untaught and illiterate classes learned to 
watch more closely over the salvation of 
their souls than when they felt themselves 
safe beneath the guardianship of the Holy 
Mother Church. And to those who re- 








mained under the guidance of the latter, 
the dangers of learning and indepen- 
dent thinking, and of meddling with for- 
bidden subjects, were pointed out by the 
monks with two-fold zeal. It cannot, 


therefore, surprise us, that the life and 





death of a famous contemporary, who 
. 


for world] 





y goods worl wisdom 





placed his soul at st 
and general interest. In one featur: 
indeed, his history bears decidedly the 


1e great moral revolution of 


stamp of t 
the time: we mean its awful end. There 
are two legends of the Middle Ages ~and 
perhaps many more—in which the fun- 
damental ideas are the same. The two 
Saints, Cy; 
digioso” of Calderon,) and Bishop The- 
ophilus, (the hero of Conrad of Wiirz- 


burg.) were both tempted by the Devil 


yrianus, (the - Mazico Pro- 


ith ‘ Te 
with worldly coods and vorldly pros- 


perity, and allured into the pool of sin 


} 





ups deeper than Faustus ; 


ut repent- 
ance and penite nee saved the m, and se- 
cured to them finally a place among thé 
saints of the Church. But for Faustus 
there is no compromise ; his awful com- 
pact is binding; and whatever hope of 
his salvation modern poetry has excited 
for the unfortunate Doctor is, to say the 
ke ist, in dix 
] 


«ct contradiction of the popu- 


ir legend. 


Faustus was the Cagliostro of the six- 








teenth century. It is not an easy task to 
find the few grains of historical truth re- 
ferring to him, among the chaff of popu- 
lar fiction that several centuries have ac- 
cumulated around his name. A halo so 
mysterious and miraculous surrounds his 
person, that not only have various other 
famous individuals, who lived long beforé 
or after him, been comp! tely amalo i- 


mated with him, but even his real exist- 


ence has been denied, and not much 


over a hundred years after his death he 
was declared by scholars to be a mer 
myth. A certain J. C. Duerr attempted 
to prove, in a learned “ Dissertatio Epis- 
tolica de Johanne Fausto,” (printed at 
Altorf, in 1676.) that the magician of 
that name had never existed, and that 


all the strange things which had been 
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related of him referred to the printer 
John F wit, or Fust, vho had, indeed, 
been confounded with him before, al- 
though he lived nearly a century ear- 
lier. And when we think of the super- 
stitious fear and monkish prejudice with 


‘inting 





which the great invention of } 
was at first regarded, such a confusion 
of two persons of similar name, and both, 
in the eyes of a dark age, servants of 
Satan, cannot surprise us. Our John 
Faustus was also sometimes confounded 
‘ mporaries, one ol 


d Faustus Socinus, and 





made Poland the chief theatre of his 
operations: the other, George Sabelli- 
us, ex essiy nam 1 himself Faustus 


Junior, also Faustus Minor. Both were 


; ] ! 
celebrated necromancers and astrologers, 
who probably availed themselves of the 


udvantage derived from the adoption of 
the famous name of Faustus.* 

As mad attempt to prove the histori- 
cal nonentity of Dr. Faustus was made 


at Witten g,in the year 1683. Some 





of his ul I raphers had claimed 
l | 1a otess ship at that celebrated 
university, or at least brought him into 
connection with it,—a pretension which 
the actual professors of that learned in- 
stitution tl cl t rather prejudi ial to 


their honor, and which they vere de- 
sirous of seeing refuted. Stimulated, as 
It would seem, Db} 1 zeal of this kind, 
I G. N nann wrote a “ Dissertati 


de Fa sto Pr st miatore \e in which 








atten i not surprise us 1n 
ou ( LL ! ul ept- 

» centur ive 
cred to iving ! hs ohtet 





was f ! i < and erro- 

ne 3 sta ) , It made some sensation, 

as is proved by its 1 * successive editions. 

It was also t slated into German. All 
. ’ . 

1s endeay 3, however, could not 

Ww $ testimony of contem- 

#5 S $ 1 Faustus So- 

Cinus | . 


poraries, who partly had known Faustus 


personally, partly had heard of him from 


living witnesses, and allude to his death 


as an occurrence of recent date. 

John Faustus, or rather, after the Ger- 
man form of his name, Faust, was born in 
the last quarter of the fifteenth cent iry, 


probably not betore the yeal 1490. Ac- 





cording to the oldest “ Volksbuch” (Peo- 


ile’s Book) which bears his name,* his 
] 


parents then lived at Roda, in the pres- 
ent Duchy of Saxe-Weimar. The same 
pla e is likewise named as his nati vil- 


lage by G. R. Widmann, his first regular 


biographer, who says that his father was 


a peasant.t Although these two works 
are the foundation of the ereat number 
- — . . 
of later ones reterring to the same subject, 


some of these latter deviate with respect 
to Faustus’s birthplace. J. N. Piitzer, 
for instance, who, seventy years after 
Widmann, published a revised and much 


altered edition of his book, makes Faust 


see the licht at Saltwedel, a small town 
belonging then to the principality of An- 
halt, and must have had his re: is for 


this amendment. A confusion of this kind 





may, indeed, have early arisen from a 
change of lence of our hero’s parents 
i But the o t Volks- 

wiv forty irs alter 





work appeared even ten years later, 


both, indeed, professing to 


on the Doctor’s writings, as well as on an 





autobiovraphical 





in his library after his death. Perhaps, 
however, the assertion of two of his con- 
temporaries, one of whom was pt nally 
acquainted with him, is more ent 1 to 
ere spect Joh. M id 
Joh latter in his ( | | y 
OL crippa n k I i 
en, bere, as his pia 
* Historic D. J Faust . 
Or ey Zaubere na sche A ei 
I kfurt a. M, 1588 
i} haftiqe Historien den 
1 i , s j 
D. Jol es I t ete r 
chreckliches End hat rieven, € t 
urch Georg Ru Wi umn. H 
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Manlius, in his work, “ Collectanea Loco- 
rum Communium,” (Basel, 1600,) speaks 
of him as of an acquaintance. He says 
that Faustus studied at Krakow, in Po- 
land, where there was a regular profes- 
sorship of Magic, as was the case at sev- 
eral universities. Others let him make 
his studies at Ingolstadt, and acquire 
there the honors of a Doctor of Medicine. 
Both these statements may be true, as 
also that he was for some time the com- 
panion and pupil of Cornelius Agrippa, 
of Nettesheim, the celebrated scholar, 
whose learning and mysterious research- 
es after the philosopher's stone brought 
him, like many other wise men of the 
age, into suspicion of witchcraft. Agrip- 
pa had a pet dog, black, like the mystical 
companion of Dr. Faustus, and, in the 
eyes of a superstitious multitude, like 
him, the representative of the Evil One. 
Black dogs seem to have been everywhere 
considered as rather suspicious creatures. 
The Pope Sylvester IL had also a favor- 
ite black poodle, in whom the Devil was 
supposed to have taken up his abode. 
According to Wier, however, Agrippa’s 
black dog was quite a harmless beast, 
and remarkable only for the childlike at- 
tachment which the great philosopher had 
for him. It may be worth remarking, 
that this writer, although he speaks of 
Faustus in his biography of Agrippa, 
makes no mention of his ever having 
been a friend or scholar of the latter. 
In several of the old stories of Faustus, 
we read that he had a cousin at Witten- 
berg, who took him as a boy to his house, 
brought him up, and made him his heir 
when he died. If this was true, it would 
be more probable that he was a native 
of Saxony than of Suabia. It is, how- 
ever, more probable that this narrative 
rests on one of the numerous cases found 
in old writings in general, and above 
all in the history of Faustus, in which 
the names Wittenberg and Wiirtemberg 
are confounded. Our hero’s abode at 
the former place was very probably mere- 
ly that of a traveller; he left there, as 
we shall soon see, a very unenviable 


reputation. It is true that Saxony was 





[¢ Jetober, 


the principal scene of the Doctor's 
achievements; but this very circum- 
stance makes it improbable that he was 
born and brought up there, as it is well 
known that “a prophet hath no honor in 
his own country.” 

Faust’s studies were not confined to 
medicine and the physical sciences. He 
was also considered eminent as a philolo- 
gist and philosopher. Physiology, howev- 
er, with its various branches and degen- 
erate offshoots, was the idol of the schol- 
ars of that age, and of Faustus among 
the rest. A passionate desire to fathom 
the mysteries of Nature, to dive into the 
most hidden recesses of moral and phys- 
ical creation, had seized men of real 
learning, and seduced them into ming- 
ling absurd astrological and magical fan- 
cies with profound and scholarlike re- 
searches. The deepest thinkers of their 
time, like Nostradamus, Cardan, Corne- 
lius Agrippa, Paracelsus, Thomas Cam- 
panella, flattered themselves that they 
could enter, by means of art and science, 
into communion with good or evil spirits, 
on whose aid they depended for obtain- 
ing knowledge, fame, wealth, and worldly 


honors and enjoyments. Faustus was one 






of those whom a passion for inquiry, in 
league with a powerful, sensual nature, 
led astray. What had been originally 
an honest thirst for knowledge, a deep 
interest in the supernatural, became 
gradually a morbid craving after the 
miraculous, the pretension of having at- 
tained the unattainable, and the attempt 
to represent it by means of vulgar jug- 
glery. 

Dr. Faustus seems at first to have set- 
tled as a practising physician, and at this 
period of his life Wagner appears as his 
famulus ; for we never find this Phi- 
lister among scholars as a companion of 
the travelling Faustus, although his con- 
nection with him was apparently lasting. 
According to the popular legend, the 
Doctor made him his heir, and expressly 
obtained for him Auerhahn, (Heatheock,) 
a familiar spirit in the shape of a monkey. 
This was a sort of caricature of Me phis- 


topheles, who became, through his ludi- 








er, 
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crous clumsiness, a pet-devil of the popu- 
lace in the puppet-shows, particularly in 
Holland. Widmann calls Wagner Wai- 
ger; while in all — r publications re- 
ferring to him he bears his right name, 
Christoph Wag 

What city it was where Faustus lived 
before the reputation of witchcraft made 
him the subject of so much talk remains 
unsettled. Wittenberg and Ingolstadt 
are alternately named. Some of his bi- 
ographers relate, that he led a loose and 


soon wasted his cousin’s 


profligate life, an 
inheritance. Others represent him as a 
deep, secluded student, laying hold 

one science after another, and unsatis- 


fied by them all, until he found, by 





means of hi ical and chemical ex- 





periments, the secret path to the super- 


natural, and, in order to reap their full 





| himself with the hellish pow- 
ers. Faustus himself tells us, in his 
* Mirakel-, Kunst-, und Wunder-buch,” 


(or rather, the author of this book makes 


him tell us,) how his intercourse with 


fruits, a 


the Devil commenced almost accidental- 
ly an 7 st his saeiaieal — 

“T,D * Johann Faust, who apply 
myself to “ Free Arts, having read 


many kinds of books from my youth, 
happened once to light upon a book that 
contained various conjurations of the 
spirits. Feeling some desire to enlarge 
my ideas on these things, having, indeed, 
at the beginning, small belief that the 


tions of that book would so soon 





1, I tried them only for an ex- 
periment. Nevertheless, I became aware 
that a mighty spirit, named Astaroth, pre- 


sented himself before m 





», and asked me 
wherefore I had cited him. Then, hur- 
ried as I was, I did not know how to 
make up my mind otherwise than to de- 


iat h should be serviceable to 


} 
} 


mand t 
me in various wishes bev desires, which 


he promi ed conditionale, asking to make 


a compact with me. To do this I was 
at first not inclined; but as I was only 
provided with a bad circle, being mere- 
ly experimenting, I did not dare to bid 
him defiance, but was obliged to yield to 


the circumstances. I therefore made up 


my mind, inasmuch as he would serve 
me, and would be bound to me a certain 
number of years. This being settled, this 
spirit presented to me another, named 
Mochiel, who was commanded to serve 
me. I asked him how quick he was. 
Answer: ‘ Like the wind.’ * Thou shalt 
not serve me! get thee back to whence 
Now came Anigcuel; he 


answered, that he was as q 


thou camest 


ck as the 





bird in the air. ‘ Thou art still too slow, 
I replied; ‘begone!’ At the same mo- 
ment a third stood before me, named 
Aziel; this one, tos, I asked how quick 
he was. ‘ Quick as the thought of man.’ 
‘ Richt for me! thee will I kee pi? And 
I accepted him. This spirit has served 
me long, as has been made known by 
many writings.” 

Whether it was this quick Aziel, or 
hoes "himsele who became Faustus’s 


travelling-companion under the name of 





Mephistopheles, or whether the prince 


I 
of the lower regions in per n conde- 


scended to play that part, we do not 
pia} l 


know ; but in all popular stories of the 


Doctor, his servant bears the latter 





—while in the various books in \ 
der the name of LHoellenzwang, 
tem of his magic is laid down, he 1 
Azi 


In possession of such a power, Faustus 








soon became tired of his lonely study. 
He craved the world for his theatre. 
His travels seem in reality to have 
been very extensive, while in the popu- 


I 
} 


lar stories a magic mantle carried him 
over the whole globe. Conrad Gesner, 
the great physiologist, who speaks of 


Lion wtih seme. gemect as @ physician: 


I 
comparing him with Theophrastus Para- 
celsus, re ckons him am me the scholas- 
tici vaqgantes, or jarkren le Sch le , an 
order of men already considerably in the 


decline, and grown disreputable at that 
period. As early as th irt th cen- 
tury, we find the custom in Gt ny, of 


young clerevmen who did not belong to 





any monkish order travé 
the land to get a living—here by in- 
structing in schools for a certain period,— 
} 





there by tempor 
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as choristers, sacristans, or vicars,—often, 
too, as clerks and copyists to lawyers 
or other private men. When they could 
no longer find a livelihood at one place, 
they went to another. Their offices be- 
came, in course of time, of the most va- 
ried and unsuitable order. They were 
generally received and treated with hos- 
pitality, and this may have been one 
reason why all kinds of adventurers were 
ready to join them. Their unstable 
mode of life easily explains their fre- 
quenting the society of other vagabonds, 
who traversed the country as jugglers, 
treasure-diggers, quacks, or sorcerers, and 
that their clerical dignity did not prevent 
their occasionally adopting these profes- 
sions themselves. The Chronicle of Lim- 
burg, in speaking of the Diet of Frankfurt 
in 1397, says: “ The number of princes, 
counts, noblemen, knights, and esquires, 
that met there, amounted to five thou- 
sand one hundred and eighty-two”; 
adding: “ Besides these, there were here 
four hundred and fifty persons more, 
such as fulrende Schueler, wrestlers, 
musicians, jumpers, and trumpeters.” 
The character of the clergy having sunk 
so low, the Church declared itself against 
the custom, and at several German coun- 
cils theological students were expressly 
forbidden to lead this roving life. It 
required, however, considerable time for 
the ancient custom to become extinct, 
and we learn, among others, from Con- 
rad Gesner, that it still existed at the 


time of the 


Reformation. 
The part played by Faustus was at 
first in some degree respectable, and that 


An old Erfurt Chronicle 


tells us that he had come to that city 


of a scholar. 


and obtained permission from the uni- 
versity to deliver a course of lectures on 
Homer. A dark rumor of his magic 
powers had preceded him; the students, 
therefore, thronged to hear him, and, 
deeply interested, requested him to let 
them see the heroes of Homer by -call- 
ing them from their graves. Faustus 
appointed another day for this, received 
the excited youths in a dark chamber, 


commanded them to be perfectly silent, 


[( Yctober, 


and made the great men of the Greek 
bard rise up, one by one, before their 
eyes. At length Polyphemus appeared ; 
and the one-eyed Cyclops, with his red 
hair, an iron spear in his hand, and, to 
designate him at once as a cannibal, two 
bloody human thighs in his mouth, looked 
so hideous, that the spectators were seized 
with horror and disgust, the more so that 
the wily magician professed to have some 
difficulty in dismissing the monster. Sud- 
denly a violent shake of the whole house 
was felt; the young men were thrown 
one over another, and were seized with 
terror and dismay. Two of the students 
insisted upon having already felt the teeth 
of the Cyclops.—This ridiculous story was 
soon known throughout the city, and con- 
firmed the suspicions of the Franciscan 
monks and magistrates, that the learned 
guest was in league with the Evil One. 
It is said that Faustus had previously 
offered to procure for them the manu- 
scripts of the lost comedies of Terence 
and Plautus, and to leave them for a short 
time in their hands, to be copied,—but 
that the fathers of the city and of the 
university declined, because they believed 
this could be done only by sorcery, or 
with the help of Satan. Now they sent 
to him the Guardian of the Convent, 
Dr. Klinger, in order to convert him and 
to have masses read for him, for the pur- 
pose of delivering him from his hellish 
connection. But Faustus opposed, was 
by the clergy sol mnly delivered to the 
Devil, and, in consequence, banished from 
the city by the magistrates. 


We do not know whe Luer i 
similar jugeleries, that, when 
berg, the El ctor John the 


dered him to be arrest 








relates. Ile saved hi 





Melancthon, in one of 
tions having made his acquaintance; the 
whole tone of the allusion, however, ex- 
presses contempt. 

The character of the miracles he per- 
formed soon ceased to have the literary 
tincture of the one related above, and 
they became mere vulgar juggleries and 


exhibitions of legerdemain, suited to the 
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p 
taste of the multitude. Scholars turned 
their backs on him, and we find him only 
among tipplers and associates of the low- 
est kind. At one of their carousals his 
half-intoxicated companions asked him 
for a specimen of his witcheraft. He 
declared himself willing to gratify them 
in any request. They then demanded 
that he should make a grape-vine full of 
ripe fruit grow out of the table around 
which they sat. Faustus enjoined com- 
plete silence, ordered them to take their 
knives and keep themselves in readiness 
for cutting the fruit, but not to stir before 
And, behold, before 


the eves of the gaping youths, while they 


he gave them leave. 


themselves were enveloped in a magic 
mist, there arose a great vine, with as 
y bun hes of grapes as there were 
persons in the room. Suddenly the ob- 
securing mist dissolved, and each one saw 
the others with their hands at their own 
1oses, ready to cut them off, as the prom- 
ised grapes. But the vine and the ma- 
gician had disappeared, and the disen- 
chanted drunkards were left to their own 

The reader will be aware that this is 
the tale of which Goethe availed himself 
in representing Faustus’s visit to Auer- 
bach’s cellar at Leipzig. Whether it 
really occurred there is not stated ; but 
that Faustus was said to have been at 


Leipzie, and even in Auerbach’s cellar, 








pzig 
is an historical fact, attested by two pic- 
tures still extant at this famous old tav- 
ern, where mat yur curious American 
travellers may have seen them. These 
pictures, W ich have been retou “he 1 and 

1 more than once,—last in 1759, 





—are m r] 1 at the top with the date 





1525. "Whether this means the year in 


which they were painted, or that in which 


Faustus performed the great feat which 
the scene represents, remains uncertain. 


e beginning of his 


As it occurred in tl 


career, upon which we may assume him 


to have entered somewhere between 1520 


and 1525. the date is quite likely to refer 
to the time of the feat; but. to judge from 
the costumes and several other signs, the 


pictures cannot have been painted much 


later. They were evidently made express- 
ly for the locality, sloping off on both 
sides at the top, to suit the shape of the 
vault. The German inscription at the 
foot of one of the pictures indicates that 
it was written after the Doctor’s death, 
which must have occurred between 1540 
and 1550; but it is probable that these 
verses were added at a later time, the 
more so as the traces of an older inscrip- 
tion, now no longer legible, may still be 
discovered. One of these curious paint- 
ings represents Faustus in company with 
students and musicians sitting around a 
table covered with dishes and bottles. 
Faustus is lifting his goblet with one 
hand, and with the other beating time 
At the bot- 


» in bar- 


on the table to the music. 





tom we read the following vet 


barous Latin :— 





The other picture shows us the same Jo 
] 

ly party risen from table, and all ex- 

pre 1 


as Dr. Faustus is just riding out of the 


« their wonder and astonishment, 





door on a wine-tub. Beneath it is the 


following inscription in German :— 





“Dr. I tus zu dieser Frist 

Aus Au i si .. 

Auf ei il t\ 

Welches ‘ 1 iM 

Solches rel > subtil K t hat ge- 
than 

Und des Teufels Lohn en ngen davon 
1525.” 

On neither of the two pictures does 
Mephistoph les uppear, Ul less he is meant 


to be represented in the shape of the 
black dow. It is not, however, Goethe’s 
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poodle that meets us here, but a sleek 
little creature with a collar around his 


very much like a wooden 


neck, looking 
toy -log. 
Most of the tricks and pranks reported 
Dr. Faustus are of the 
kind, though not all of so harmless a char- 


same absurd 
acter. According to the popular legend, 
! had the 
him when 


he travelled like a great lord, 
spirits pave the highways for 
he rode in the post-coach,—it seems, then, 
that he did not always use his mantle,— 
and lived in the 
stopped with an unheard-of luxury. On 


his de 


taverns at which he 


»parture, he paid the hosts in a 
princely manner; but scarcely was he 
out of sight, when the gold in the re- 
ceiver’s hand was changed to straw, or 


to round slices of vilded horn,—a shal 





trick indeed, as he could have as much 
money as he liked. 

How much we have to believe of all 
these popular stories we may learn from 
Dr. Phil. Begardi’s “ Zeyger der Ge- 
sundtheyt,” (Guide to Health,) a book 
published in 1539, at Wort 


when Faustus seems to have al 





at a time 





vady dis- 
appeared from Germany, after having 
lost caste there completely, and when hi 
was trying his fortune in other coun- 
tries. 

“ There is still another famous man,” 


says Begardi, “whose name I would 


rather not mention at all, only that he 


himself would not wish to remain hidden 
or unknown. For he was roving, som 
o, through all the different coun- 
tries, principalities, and kingdoms, and 
has made known his name and his 


skill, boasting not ly of his medical sci- 


years 
y 
| 


ence, but likewise of Chiromancy, 





mancy, Physiognomy, Visions in C1 
And he e ae d 


himself Faustus, a celebrated experienced 


and more arts of the kind. 
master, philosophum philosophorum, ete 
But the number of those who have com- 
plained to me having been cheated 
by him is very great. Well, his promises 
were likewise very great, just like those 

Thessalus, (in Galen’s time.) and his 
reputation like that of Theophrastus; but 
in deeds he was, I hear, found small and 





D ctor Faust ius. 


L‘ Jetober, 






deceitful. But in taking and receiving 
money he was never slow, and was off 
before any one knew it.” 

Thus we see the historical Faustus, the 
esteemed scholar, the skilful physician, 
gradually merged in the juggler, the 

. L 4 ‘ 
quack, the adventurer, and the impostor. 


The popular legend follows him to fi 


r- 


eign countries. His magic mantle car- 
ries him, in eight days, over the whole 
world, and even into the infernal re- 
gions. He is honorably received at the 
Emperor’s court at Innspruck, introduces 
himself invisibly at Rome, into the Vati- 
can, where the Pope and his cardinals 
snatches 


are assembled at a ee 


away his Holiness’s plate and cup from 





before his mouth, and, enraged at his 
In the 
puppet-shows he figures mostly at the 


I 
court of the Duk In Ven- 
presumed too far. 


crossing himself, boxes his ears. 


Parma. 





ice his daring spi 
He announced an exhibition of a flight 
But Me I 
hitherto satisfied 

demands, though often with grumbling, 
In the midst 
of a staring, wondering multitude, Faus- 


to heaven. yheles, who had 








most extravagant 





yuld not permit that feat. 
tus rose to a certain height by means of 
1 


his own Satanic skill, acquired in his iong 


intercourse with the Devil. But now the 
latter showed that he was still his master. 
He suddenly hurled him 
and he fell half de eround. 


The twenty-four years of the compact, 


from on high, 


vd upon the 


however, were not yet ended, and 


restored to life by the 


was therefore 
same hellish power. 

ar ballad, which 
‘Des Knaben Wunderhorn,” 
we see, that, when the ‘travellers came 
to Jerus: 1, the Devil declined ‘still an- 


Faustus wishes him to 


In a very trite, popula 


we find in ‘ 





other sain 
make a picture of Christ crucified, and 
to write under it his holy name. But 
the Devil declared that he would rath- 
er give him back his signature than be 
obliged to do such a thing, and succeed- 
ed in turning the Doctor’s mind from the 
subject by showing him, instead, a pic- 
ture of = a 


Popular imagination seems to have 
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kind Bu fier the t years lag 

f vile enjoyments, the hour of retri- rhe story Faustus’s ly rous 
bution came at last. According to our life and shocking death, with its impress 
scanty historical notices, Faustus died ive lessons, appears at first to have been 


ath: he w is found dead ke pt extant only by oral tradition. Near- 























in his bed, at his birthplace, Kundlingen, ly forty years passed before it was 
to for- with his neck twisted. How such a death ten down and printed. But then. indeed. 
@ Car- must have cor ed all the superstitious the book was elved with so much fa- 
whole rumors about him the reader will easil vor, th only several new le 
ul re- conceive. But, according to the popular _larged editio eared in a short tim 
it the cend, his end was still more terrible. but many s lar works were publisl 
duces He seems to have returned to his own soon after, which, thouch founded on 
Vati- ountry nd I irs, W young men, the oldest Volks! h (of 1 S35) ¢ i 
dinals surround him more, and become imann’s “ Histor j bun- 
atches m h attached to him. From this one dant in new fact nd inventi ° And 
» from would suppose him to have been at Wit- that not to the illiterate clas | 
at his tenberg, or I ldstadt, or any university was tl i t int ing is proved by 
t v find him in a t ( hat ; ] ) 
] Saxon 1 Rimlich. Th f the f \ buch w l 
twent irth i stoits close. At and (pr y) ( l. On the titl 
S t the hour, Faustus be- pages « t books i ¢ 
hit is ] I but i is too ted tl i ‘ V I 
la His ¢ I l the simple lan- ing to l edifi Chris- 
rant 0 } \ h ly awful. t 1 readers In 171 I x | )- 
bli He d I pat ing frie. " lisl i B l Za 
midst ding listurbed by any _ berkiinste u 1 Dr. Faus (‘I 
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‘ceed- out and told them that this village was lar works ind 
m the the one wher Dr. Faustus Was carried for several fl 


1 pic- off by the Devil, and that in this very books were illustrated, as we also 


have to be seen on tl walls, The soldi rs two French y rsions Wer yubli d, 
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of which was even reprinted at Paris as 
late as 1712. 

In Holland, our hero excited no small 
interest even among the artists. There 
are extant several portraits of Faustus 
painted by Rembrandt, — whether ideal, 
or copied from older pictures, is not 
known. Another Dutch painter, Chris- 
toph von Sichem, represented two scenes 
from the life of the celebrated magician ; 
and of these productions engravings still 
exist. On the one, we see Faustus and 
Mephistopheles,— the latter dressed like 
a monk, as, according to the popular 
tales, he mostly appeared. On the other, 
Wagener and Auerhahn, (or Auerhain,) 
—the latter in the shape of a monkey. 
There is a striking contrast between 
Faustus and Wagner. The first is a 
well-dressed man, in deep meditation ; 
globes and instruments of science sur- 
round him;—the other the impersona- 
tion of vule ity. Various scenes from 
Faustus’s life adorn the walls. Chris- 
and 


flourished at Amsterdam during the first 





toph von Sichem was born in 1580, 
quarter of the seventeenth century. 
These pictures were consequently made 


when the whole interest of the publ 


1c 
for Faustus and his companions was 
still fresh. 

Some books seem to have been pub- 


+ 


lished by Faustus during his lifetime,—at 


least, his biographers allude to them; but 
it was only after his death that the work 


which gave his name its chief reputation 


became know n. 


yr 






This was his peculi: 
System of Magie, called “ Faust’s Hoellen- 
zwang” (Compulsion of Hell). Wagner, 
who was said to be his heir, published it 
first under the title of “Dr. Johannis 
Faust’s Magia Celeberrima, und Tabula 
Nigra, oder Hoellenzwang.” It contained 
all the different forms of conjuration, as 
well for the citation as for the dismissal 
of spirits. There are, besides this, sever- 
al other similar works extant, such as 
his Schwarzer Mohrenstern.” “ Der 
schwarze Rabe,” the “ Mirakel-, Kunst-, 
und Wunder-buch,” already mentioned, 
and several more, containing about the 
same matter, and most of them written 


* Doctor Faustus. 





_ . 
beet 
Octobe r, 


in his name. Of all these producti 





only manuscripts are known to remain, 
although they are all professedly copies 
of printed works. The most singular 
thing is, that, while they are represented 
as having been published after the magi- 
cian’s death, some of them are, neverthe- 
less, marked with dates as early as 1509, 
1510, and 1511,— and with the names 
of Lion, (Lyons,) London, ete., as tl 
places where they were printed. These 
circumstances make their authenticity 
very doubtful, even if we allow for mis- 
takes made by the copyists. 


Although so large a part of Faustus’s 


life was, according to the legend 
spent in Italy, we are no t this 
t il nh 





ke cend was ever current 
people. Some unfortunate attempt 
been made to engraft the story of Don 
Giovanni upon this German stock, but, 
as it seems to us, by very arbitrar reu- 


ments and conclusions. The career of a 


mere rake, who shuns no means of rati- 
fying his low appetites, has little anal 
é | 


with that of an originally honest inc 
| . . . 
led astray by the want of faith and his 
= 


sensual nature. The only resemblance is 


in the end. There w at first more ap- 
parent success in the endeavor to trans- 


‘e Calderon’s 


“M wi 0 Prodigioso ” was taken by some 


plant the tale to Spain, wl 





critics for a representation of it. Th 
foundation of Calderon’s drama, as n 

tioned before, is rather the legend of St 
Cyprianus. More may be said in favor 
of the radical identity of the stories of 
Faustus with some popular legends of 
the Poles, referring to a ne - 
But Polish schol- 


ars will not admit this; at least, they ob- 


mance 


called Twardowski. 


ject to giving up their great magician, 
and some attempts have even been mad 
from that side to prove that theirs is tl 
original whom the Germans appropriate 
under the name of Faust. 

The most interesting result of the pub- 
lication of the Volksbuch appeared in 
England, where it fell, for the first, and 
in a hundred and fifty years the only 
time, into the hands of a poet. Mr. Col- 
lier, in his “ History of English Dramatic 
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P ry,’ s In 88. a ball 

Life and Deatl Dr. Faustus 
sed to be printed”; and adds,— 
ild, accordir y to the language of the 
ne, have meant any composition in 


verse, even the play,” (of Mariowe,) and 





oid To. 





unce of Dr. Faustus.” On this, Mr. A. 
Dyee (Works of Christopher Marlowe, 


[. p. xvi., note) remarks,—* When 





( tates that the old romance 
I ‘ | to the n= 
( ) L588, ( 


wrding to a note 


Het ve’s Diary, p. 42.) he meant, I 





} j j 
mind t I 
Dr. Faus ly 
: 
an t ve V Suv 
he must h 
translation could | 
so si { 
the other | l 
cannot | posed later than 
1589 or 1 he et, who was mur- 
lered l vrote several pi after 
tl ( } is evident i ] 
y ) he least t founded on tl 








cuag Lng 1 version, we must 
} 
co ude t it ) of the Ger- 
man work nade ifter 
s ppt ( from 
the ma I vhicl Ger- 
I 
man edit professes to have obtain- 
ed from Spir Although the word 
ballad t | rly employed for 


used in Henslowe’s Diary by mistake. 
We are not aware that any old English 
version of this “ History of Dr. Faustus” 
is now extant; that from which Mr. Dyce 


Marlowe’s tra 





was first entered in the Stationers’ books 
in 1600-1, but brought upon the stage 
ready been played so often that addi- 
juire d. Philips, who wrote 
about fifty years later, remarks, that, “ of 
all that Marlowe hath written to the stage, 
his ‘ Dr. Faustus’ has made the greatest 
noise with its devils and such-like 


VOL. Il. 36 








cal sport.” In course o j 

“made n ya larce, W h eH] 3 
S Ww h.” l re- 
. I 
the le king il 
tions, with imm I 





plause. 
Marlowe’s “ Faustus” has been judged 


ier favorably by 
critics. Mr. Hazlitt calls it, “ thouch 
an imperfect and unequal performance, 
Marlowe’s greatest work. Mr. Halla 






remarks, —“ There is an awful - 
choly i t Mar ywe’s pl yp! 
I 
Pe ke 
s J b even 


power, novelty, ir t, and 

, indeed, it is; but all that 

t, novelty, and va do 

»M riow¢ but to the | ~ 

which he ¥ Indeed, 

he foll l it so clos is every read- 
er can set x himself, 1 I g tl 
with th notes under th t hat 
sometimes wholk scene l Coy | nd 
even whol peeches, as, for in nes 


that of the Emperor Charles V. TI 
coarse buffoonery, in particular, of which 


the work is 





word. Of the countless absurdities and 





prolixities of the Volksbuch, Marlowe has 
of course, omitted a great deal, and con- 
densed the story to the tenth part of its 
original leneth; but the fundamental 
idk a, the plot, and the characters, be- 
] ng l inal. Mar- 


lowe’s poetical merit lies partly in the 





ex 1 


sively to the ori 


circumstance that he was the first to feel 





and power of that idea, partly 
in the thoughts and pictures with which 
some speeches, principally the mono- 
logues of Faustus himself, are inter- 
woven. The Faustus of Marlowe ist 


Faust of the legend, tired of learning 





because it is so unproductive, and selling 
his soul, not for knowledge, but for wea 
and power. His investigating conversa- 
tions with Mephistopheles, his inquiries, 


and the answers of the latter, are almost 
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and childish as 
People’s Book ; and 


marks, on the information which his com- 


as shallow those in the 


Faustus himself re- 


panion gives him,— 

“ These slender trifles Wagner could decide; 
Has Mephistopheles no g , 
This 

spite of the admiration of English critics, 

There 


trace of either the cruel, icy-cold malig- 


31 
reater Skull 


latter, indeed, seems to us, in 


a decided failure. is in him no 
nity of the fiend of Gor the, or the awful 
It can- 
not be said that Marlowe’s Devil seduces 


grandeur of Milton’s Tempter. 
Faustus. He is almost on the verge of 
repentance himself; of the two, he is de- 
cidedly the better Christian. The propo- 
sition of the compact comes from Faustus 
himself, and Mephistopheles only accepts 
it. Marlowe’s Faustus knows nothing of 
the feeling of aversion and disgust with 
which Goethe’s Faust sees himself’ bound 
to his hellish companion; he calls him, 
repeatedly, “sweet Mephistopheles,” and 
declares,— 

“ Had I as many souls as there be stars, 

I'd give them all for Mephistopheles.” 

Mr. Hallam, in comparing Marlowe's 
production with Goethe's, 
“ The fi 
As if 
Margaret belonged, indeed, exclusively to 
Goethe. But Helena, the favorite ideal 


of beauty of all old writers, 


remarks, — 
ir form of Margaret is wanting.” 


this that 


were all was wanting! 


is introduced 
in the popular tale, and so, too, in Mar- 
lowe. Faustus conjures up her spirit at 
the request of the students. Her be auty 


is described with rlowing colors: “it 


would,” says the old romance, “ nearly 
have enflamed the students, but that they 
persuaded themselves she was a spirit, 
which made them lightly passe away such 
Not so Faustus; 


is already in the twenty-third year of his 


fancies.” although he 
compact, he himself falls in love with the 
spirit, and keeps her with him until his 
end. In all this, Marlowe follows closely ; 
though he has good taste enough to sup- 
press the figure of the little Justus Faus- 
tus, who was the fruit of this union. 

It now only remains to us to consider 


the way in which modern poets have ap- 
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[¢ )etober, 


prehended the idea of the Faust-fable. 
None of the German dramas and operas 
which the seventeenth century produced, 
though they never failed to draw large 
audiences, could be compared, in poeti- 
éal value, to Marlowe’s tragedy. The 
German stage of that period was of very 


poets who 


low standing, and the few 
wrote for it, as, for instance, Lohenstein, 
preferred foreign subjects,—the more re- 
mote in space and time, the better. The 
writers of neither the first nor the second 
Silesian school were exactly the men to 
end like 


appreciate the depth of a k 
that 


poets of the beginning of the eighteenth 


of Faustus,—still less the watery 


Lessing, who, with his 


century. 
sound criticism, and his clear 
beautiful, led the way 


state of things in literature, app 





to have been the first to discover the 


deep meaning buried in the popular far- 


i 
ces of Faustus. He pronounced it worthy 


the genius of a Shakspeare, and himself 


attempted to make it the subject of a 
tragedy. How much it occupied his mind 


we may conclude from the circumstance 
that he 
] 


plans, 


i 
other. 


seems to have made for it twe 
essentially different nh 
We can only regret that they 
were never executed. 
was nota poetical venius like Goethe, the 


power and acuteness of his mind were so 





eminent, the force of hi 
was so penetrating, that his treatment of 
a subject of so much depth and intrinsic 


} 1 


poetry would have been of the highest 


interest. This expectation is also justi- 
fied by the few sketches of single scenes 


his plans 


which are all that remain of | 


One of the latter is, 


: : 
also in s 


indeed, 


1 


far remarkable, as we see from it that 
Lessing’s mind inclined to the modern 
view, according to which Faustus ought 
to be and would be finally saved. One 
of the devils describes him, before t 


7 

tation, as “a solitary, thinking youth, en- 
tirely devoted to wisdom,—living, breath- 
ing, only for wisdom and knowledge,— 
renouncing every passion but the one for 
truth,—highly dangerous to thee [Satan] 


and to us all, if he were ever to be a 
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teacher of the people.” Satan resolves “Sixth Spirit, That he suffereth thee still 
at once to seduce and destroy him. But to sin Is the beginning of | ve 

’ 1: : a6 “ Faust Oh ¢ D : 
Faustus’s good angel has mercy on him. , 
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Lent » mee § n- for the young “ Kraft-Genies” « 


S v - i , , , } ] 
. lowed the 1. tie ia na iw ‘ 
I Quick, thou sa $ ’ : 
: roductions referring to the s t in 
his 5 Q And I P . 
And | 1786. Goethe communicated to the world, 
AD § 
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56 
} st tim it as- 
mishing dramatic ne 
en acknowledge ary 
~ . A ae 
public, as his masterpiece, and the most 
‘ P Bs + ” 
narkable monument of his great gen- 


4 
of the trag- 





vhole first par 


, still under the name of a fragment, 





iblishe d before 1808. 
1any may be said to have been 
id 1 by “ Fausts” in every possi- 
by Nic. Voigt, K. 
Benkowitz,—operas by Adolph 


iurle, J. von Voss, Bernard, (with 1 


shape. Dramas 





l- 


tales in verse and prose 








Kamarack, Seybold, Gerle, and L. 
Bechstein—and besides these, the pro- 
of various anonymous writers, 

ywed ¢ upon each other in the 

rse of the next twenty years. Chamis- 

*s trac dy of “ Faustus,” “in one actus,” 
uth only a fragment, had already ap- 

peared in the “ Musenalmanach” of 1804. 
lo Goethe the legendary literature of 
his na had been iar from his boy- 
hood. Very early in life, and several 
} the ] iblica 1 of Maler 

M spirited drama, his mind was 





the Faust-fa iC, 


‘sent frag- 





uly written and 








ly for print when Miiller’s first sketch, 
unt | tle, “ Situations in the Life of 
Dr. Fa us,” appeare d (1776) As the 
re] ry of Goethe was more or less 
ulabic hical is, as all his poet- 
il rod i reflect, to a cert ul *X- 
: . 

ad ¢ xp 
inner life into the mould of Faustus, 
th all his craving for knowledge, his 
issionate love of Nature, his unsatisfied 


ngings and powerful temptations, ad- 


ring closely in all external action to 
| 


he popular 


}° 


OL 


story, though of course in a 
Goethe had, as he tells 


, a happy faculty of delivering 


) 


» spirit. 
himse! 
imself by poetical production, as well 
all the 
=? 


partly imaginary, partly mor- 
‘ares and doubts which troubled his 
mind, as of the real and acute sufferings 

* It first appeared in the fourth volume of 
his Works. n. 1786. 


Goesch 





Leipzig. 


The Legend of Doctor Faustus. 





[¢ letober. 


achich ¢ } 


which tormented lim, for a certain peri- 


od, even to agony. Love, doubt, sorrow, 


passion, remorse—all found an egress 

from his soul into a poem, a novel, a par- 

able, a dramatic character, or some othe: 

form of poeti ral « xpression. He felt as 
' : - 


Lats 


ised of a burden, after having 


given his feelings body and shape. Thus 


in its two parts, is the production of 


if e 
his works became his history. 


his lifetime. Conceived in early youth, 


worked out in manhood, completed in 


1 +} 


old age, it became a vehicle for 
of his 
There is no other poem which contains 


a diversity of thought and feel 


various commotions existence 


ng, 


such a variety of sentences, pictures, 





scenes, and situations. For enlarging on 
the 1 tical lue of j ymparal 
Lint poeucal vaiue Ol ns mcomy ul 

. ¢ 1 } 4 1. 
work this is not the piace, Closely a 


Goethe has followed up the popular 


+ : 1 + MK « 
gend, it is emphatically an 





1 entirely his 


ss as 1: 
e it contains ils 





own production, be 
complete se 
Nearly a quarter of 


before tl 


lowed by its second part. 


a century passed 


poem was fol- 


is extraordinary 
j It is not difli- 
cult to trace in this continuation, publish- 
ed only after the death of the ag l poet, 
the few have been 


with or soon 


scenes whi h may 
] 


composed 





contemporal 
but that the whole 
l in a totally dit 
ferent spirit not even the m 


ditional admirers of Goethe’s genius will 


after the first part; e is 


Land ex 


conceive 


ist 


uncon- 


eny. There is no doubt that he regard- 





mMmning, are 





“ Faust” only as a b 





always contemplated a continuation. Thi 
rile of Dr. Faustus, the popular magician, 
was only half-played. Its most brilliant 


his 


earth and 


intercourse with the great ol 


the 





heroes of 
had not yet commenced. But 
course of advancing life, the poet’s views 
and ideas changed, the mirror of his soul 


reflected an altered world to him; and as 


the second part of “ Faust” is hardly less 
an image of himself than the first, it is 
not unnatural that it is as different from 
the latter as the Goethe the septuagena- 
rian was from Goethe the youth. 


Meanwhile the 


literati of Germany 
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and of Goethe in particular is drawing 


last; that its influence has for 


near at 


me time been felt is proved, among 


other thing 


a os aes aoe 
, by that paraphrastic imita- 


tion of “ 


Faust,” Bailey’s “ Festus.” 


Phat a poem like “Faust” could not at 


first be ore nerally understood is not un- 
natural. Various interpretations of its 
emi r riddles have been attempted ; 
l he volumes of German “ Goethe- 
enough to 


lu iture are humerous 





. small librarv, those of the “ Faust- 





Lite ire”'1 Ly be computed to form the 

irth part of it. To the English reader 
ve cannot recommend highly enough, for 
the full con pre hension of “ Faust,” the 

nm y on this poem which Mr. 
Lew rives in his “ Lile of Goethe,” as 
perhaps the most excellent portion of 
that excellent work. Goethe himself has 


siven many a hint on his own concep- 


tion, and as to how far it was the reflex 


his own soul. “ The puppet-show- 
I of * Faust,”” he says, “murmured 


with many voices in my soul. 


I, too, 


, ’ ] 
had war ad into every department of 
— 1 
ne r and had returned discusted 
’ } 1 f 


spects, and had always c¢ 


rowing satisfied.” “ 
acter,” he says in another pl: 


MISS 





4 1 re | : - 
w York, there was, winter before 





i certain “ patent ss 7 
But a hooped skirt a_ history, 
ng and teaching, is no theme for 
lipp so, by your leave, I will un- 
wind my story tenderly, and with rever- 
1 regard for its smooth turns of se- 





Miss if impli 





s Hoop. [( 


height to which the modern el 
( Aushildung) ot the old, crud 





tale has raised it, re 
who, feeling impatient and unc 
ble within the 
esteems the possess] m of the 


knowledat , the 


enjoyment of th 


worldly goods, inadequate to sati 


longings even in the least de 
mind which, turning to every 


thi tiaf ; ) 
search ot this Satisiaction, eve 


into itself with mecreas 


| i] } + -y ’ vir 
Iie remarks, too, that the ap 


which this poem has met with, 
| 








. ’ 
neal ma owin to the raré 
arity, that it fixes p iunentiy 

' , 
velopu process Of a human ! 

] } 
vy ever oe t t ) 
1s il oO pained y I] i} it troul 
I 
aiso oita i y wi t con 
} , 
ik ( nthralled i by wh 
oe 
Sire s so 1 I , * 
} 

I ticl were i to 
“Pa ns l of pular le 
Faustu which tl rmer 1s 
1 t *. 

t atot se 7 t 
versal app mm” which i 
t 1} fouy ow 
still o founded 1 oT 
of the This. } ve - 


sE°S HOOP. 


and the best you can 

x } 
sp of Hend in S 
father, Mr. Paul W had 
Y 1 good stan j 
did shing business in N 
1 1 , 
i s ( i n 
quite penniless, his health s 
his ch ness I | 


veneral limits ol 


1 unhappin 


le 1 
ol 
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+} 
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em 1 
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ng his sad plight richts nd sient hil ] ; . 
in his unim- ircle of tl week was a er’s 
chased princi- quest on Sallv’s char wter, and “ nerate- 

| : 
his ful.” “ cold-blooded.’ “ inde t.” “wo 


inkruptey of 
7s 


tock of new and than a hypocrite,” were not the hardest 











1 magazines, to- epithets in the verdict of t 
nery and a few But Sally set the } e to hts, ar 
ne, and reéstab- bade her father’s old friends to the fu- 
e but peaceful neral, and \ . , 
kseller They that was in tl ! I 
fendrik Athene- a epuing ud from any i ey} 
rary,” and all pittance that her sev: d 
for, at first, tl afford = he 
ible charity cle »> 1 f ot ft 
vays sO very re- went into t ! l 
s was m rn W S 
wa ince | | 
Soluy } { ri SS ] 
minds of | t t pla 
full a ul black de nes I t 
nhine aoe old-fashioned l 
| B.. dies , 1 ¢] me 
) ri rat fr 1 he 1 
times compe- were ) l 
t of a precer ¢ cession t , 
Hend good : He 
1 off with a ten- I 
fountain” pens tl I s I t 
' 1 to-w ‘ " ] ' 
s with cres ( ] I $- 
pencil-sharpen- _ tled 1 1 Miss 
Wi | no | ‘ Ss even 
ee came to Miss S v, but sl ) Mi Wimp 
mpk s heart was had that pew to herset. 
nv we Syvel- Now | ‘ ( t s not ally 
his stone and in Her that Miss V ‘ 








ul escaped ben very pret- 
rhe first t x she S] was but just 1e- 
her fi ind teenth iw when her father ‘ Her 
H nd XK or i features vere T lar her ‘ I 
L sick that t} lovely he Col eN ! t ( 
eo lreadful 1 7 t } ] 
» tit ™ S ti ‘ t ys tres _ ter 
I 
-cold, co eve T I \ r 
) s has reguiar re 
hen tl came ver | 
} I t of I i ] S 
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as yet impaired the symmetry of her well- 
turned shape, or the elasticity of her free 
and graceful carriage. Her deportment 
was frank and self-reliant, and her man- 
ners, though reserved, far from awkward ; 
her Cc mpl te prese nce, indeed, compelled 
consideration and invited confidence. 


In her father’s | fetime, she had sought, 


on occasions of unwonted cheerfulness, to 
please him with certain charming tricks of 
att and sometimes, with only a white 
ro eleaming through the braided 


her hair, lighted herself up as 
with a star; then, not a carping churl, not 
an envious coquette in Hendrik, but con- 


ft 1 to the pre ttiness of Sally Wimple. 


ssead to 


ut now there was no longer a erate- 
ful life for her white rose-star to bright nh; 
so shi it down, in her loneliness and 
sombre unbecomingness, between her for- 


lorn counters with their pitiful shows of 





stock, 1 let h * goood looks vo by, en- 
tertaini r ¢ nl ray ] s of duty, - 
till she grew pale “and fell into the 

tion of weeds and outworn faces,” so that 
* how anvl ld see the least be wuty 





» Miss Wimpl 


to be with n y a sincere and almost 
reasol | pressiol of surpris nstead 
of a 1 in rainst knowledge 
She w | for customers, but thev sel- 
dom ( i 1, i 1 Op nit to V l- 
dow-barring, not one; for the unwilting 
little 1 ty the Hendrik Atheneum 
and ( lating J] ivy had made | 
s I | yved-of Miss Winy 
by her il 1 contumacious be- 
ha | P i ate: St a 
ha l p black hi of that 
l l not sufficed to tu 
i ition, in l 
( 1 the attractions of he 
S | stock were all exhausted. Sl 
} ly mea of re hur L ith 
} s and sentimental te i 
t ms l val 
i I po et- g 
! + und t me 1 ll — 
( é and , 
hec] ie | 
' 
. i ! : 
hit t its last 








L( ctober, 


was a superannuated dilapidation ; not on¢ 
of its yearly subseribers but had worked 


through the catalogue once and a half. 


Since the funeral, and espe ially 
the inauguration of the delaine 





Marmaduke Splurge had been less 
to the necessity of improving the min 


l that virginal ten-dollar 





of her girls; ar 





investment had provide d Jos } hine, Ad 
laide, and Madeline with supplies of 


nN , *.* ’ 
Snail arms and ammunition ¢ uen 


campaign ot « | istolary bell 


by hair-strokes of 





terrupted 
coquettish diplomacy. 

In the flaunting yellow house on the 
hill the widow a1 
late Marmaduke S; 
director and real-estate broker, fon 
and hated each other. Mrs. Marmaduke 


was a 














well-preserved woman, st) 
worldly-minded, and weak. Miss Jose- 
phine, her eldest, was handso1 
izing, ] asset ,anda sentimental foe ‘iis 


Adelaide, who came next, wi handsome, 
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freshets of tears, consumed many “ ner- clothes, plausible addr inis- 
vous pills” of tl reti s brilliancy of versati talk, a 
whos -Sands f-] have-1 rly-1 n-out deep vé e, two or thre« npl hn ~ 
sort, and netted bead purses for the Se- be adapted to th utmesphere of s . 
lect Home for Poor Gentlemen’s Daugh- mental women, eful Ip 
te Joseph ne let down her back hair small feet, nice hands, striking attit 
dowdily, partook reckl ssly of poetry and =a subduing smile, magnetic whisper, M 
kl , I | inordinately in bed, lean- chiavellian tact, and | ch mi ls I] 
7 ? ( ! elbow nd was into tears, and ( 
t t 1 with il curvature and 1 talk you into w 
sm Adelaide s Inv e little w, you beg ] ] . 
traps im every nook and cranny, every If. ; when he 
ipboard and drawer, from basement to ut nl 
attic, and with a cheerful, innocent smile » Withers had tal ] 
sat watching t m nicht ind day. Made- fore n t 1 done 
] fic i warned off the others, histicatedly. He 1 - 
with pale | | flashing eyes and and had brought 1 
bitter tong senting en famille th ht, popular, and ] 
d sh ¢ t | so sweetly illustrated articles of talk on an eq 
suffered in I but eve is she il ( u lif ] h } | . 
groped about il’s blindness she  tily distributed among cl y pastorals 
felt f th : i house of Wordsworthian ballads, De (¢ 
Dag tertainm< s, ( \ sketel 1 Spar- 
\ | 0 Hendrik said roweras Pay s, ik Cl I 
] » h neg family, a country subs . ill W h 
I ’ ] f ly, lovely you have no doubt gath | his t 
i h not to be di- that Mr. Philip Witl \ 1 
| lt woked sw ly in scamp, 1 a frend Ie SD 
| \ Spl s had but had mor ich Mr. Philip W 
fey : nen of the ers had not; for he had beer ! - 
I ‘ 1 ther cent patron of eleg p l 
let - f th 1 nd since his return had e 
ely ent l d_ tion to his fath house in t) pe ¢ 
t | ( I repu il Ss a pall of handsome 1 tva | 
t } + nor n tor of ro . taste 


. , 1 | 
l- I rh not a ]} man 
‘ O I » Withers se of the t 1. sl he vy 
| ’ . , ’ . = 
l of religious ord to t 
r nd { t lj hicl 
Mr. Philip W the very man is an essential attribute of « ntl 





l 3 ( ( ved ( t 
his iad ant whi l I i ( 
I ) rel mu ( if 
, 3 
l, witl o much n 0 ~ 
] v ] l l l M 
’ Witl | 
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his ideas so delightfully— your duct he pres e of Wit! 
deal | his illus uwions sO indeed & ied to | I 
sweetly p und his n rso ear- ii nd pronen¢ - 
nest uy, | her hearts, ( h began v i 
did 1 Say p.” red © } At 
Jos ( » l ee lf suct I she W 
with | | bacl quiet if e sallies | 











i n. stung in > 
Sesion leless Gen- with sharp and telling 1 
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I eq u to th a ly in cag 1 yf an ner 
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4 . ' I } ) Ww t 1a e ay l y 1 
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; ’ q ? ' ( f I ? tf } 
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‘1 t Withers ad 
mas d ha 8 u . ( ty 1 i 
it ed, sav 
“J P Adel ld * s \ | ‘ ’ 
Bos »' Now who I 1 l 
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i ) » S B n Withers 1 A I 
ine " ) t S ’ | S 
With Ma \\ t ( | \ With- 
tern I I tern t s thre r was ant ck S 
ened 7 iu mi e of his best I ht-lik« i 





room when | ook su ere! 1 tenderly ‘ 
of his I v a I t not l lta 
in ia ( i even t E n wi ts | h 
self, was s l sn 1 mucl - in het rt’s camp, her 
ever he was preset And all these 1 - nd ears we still y 
né he ‘ : ] a} 
I s ey | ~ ‘ } 1 ; 
( ) | a } f} ] 
iD ng y 1 at hin Sct 
I s l en tl I ( cr \\ 
two v t \\ ) . sa 
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~ : . EN . o 
occa wher s hted and - 
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like a royal guest, 


ring him to some humble 
read their festal fare, 
n it is not good enough. 
V e’er thou com’st to 
nd noble toil to rest, 





aduke exalted her horn 


magnified her manceu- 


th of it, she 


to profuse felicitations and 


neighbors ior more. 








1 let you into a secret, 
to th received rules 
n, should be barred 
\ le lone I will 
Y once, instead of 
1 admitting you edge- 
tu it a time 
1 a lover she had 
l nths b yr’ her 
t decaved publisher 
I 
n nor Saily con- 
( ood, thoughtful 
vould but complicate 
lexities and cares to 
sure, his joyful con- 
so long as he lived, 
» be thought of,” she 
wise to plant in his 
h her duty could not 
lover was hushed up, 
etion as in a closet. 
his name, and he 
of five bundred 
ition, with barns, 
repair,— 
| place, with 
ements und « l 
< branch of the 
er Hill 1 oad 
i | this very 
i tl UOnPiv- 


Mr. Wimple’s oldest friend, his playmate 
in boyhood, and his crony when he died. 
Simon’s mother and Sally’s had likewise 
» the 
last, fondly attached to each other, and 


been schoolmates, and intimates t 


mutually confiding in each other’s love 
and truth in times of pain and trouble. 

But Mr. Blount and Mrs. Wimple had 
been dead these ten years ; they died 
in the same month. Simon and Sally 
were children when that happened, and 
since then they had grown up together 
in the closest family intimacy, interrupted 
only by Sally’s wiuter schooling in New 
York, and renewed every summer by 
her recular seasons at Hendrik. 

To the young man and the ripening 
maiden, then, their love came as natu- 


S ind clover-blooms, and 





likely to take their parents 
liar country-folk by surprise. 
m took trips to New York 
‘stopped” at Mr. Wimple’s, and 
ner home in Hendrik was 


unt Pheebe’s,” as she had 





wonder, then, that Mr. Paul 
Wimple should have blushed and 


eled and died in the forlorn little 





nzeum,” and that Sally should sit down in 
her loneliness and “that fright of a de- 
laine” to wait for customers that came 
not, when in their old friends’ house were 


comfortable mansions, and in their old 


friends’ hearts tearful kisses and welcome 
free as air. But you must remember 
that with sudden poverty comes, often, 
shrinking pride, and a degree of s Ispi- 
cion, and high scorn of those belittled 


pensioners who hang upon old ties; that 
old age, when it is sorely beset, is not 
always patient, clear sighted, and just; 
that, when the heart of a young irl, in 


Sally’s extremity, carries t 


Z. 


love that had been clad in pl 


couched in eider, and pampe 





bonny cates, and served in gold, 


and asks, “Stern master, what shall I 


do with this now ? the wer WI 
be Strip it of its silken fo S if t 
lie 1 tl r! ad, tt bi 1 Ol 
its honest, heartv mothe it the 
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who.esomeness of brown | 


es, fairly earned, 


and 


reaa 
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water 
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i i L 


and cress- 


the 


rom 


spring,—and let it wait on itself, and wait 


for the rest!” O 


the Splu hous 
te i 
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1 ey 
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nee, Wi 


n the talk at 


descended for a mo- 





ts to 
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scribe a 
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Wimple, 
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— , 1 x 
very comiortabie, and very cheerul 4 


ke e€ pore h on their site. 
But Miss Wimple said to Sim ‘J 


a season you will keep aloof trom 








oftener than it would 
} ‘ 
( ul customer ol rT 
drop in ind when yv ) 
i 
yi business—let it alv 
. , 
or pass by—and take 1 ‘ 
: ; + ] ‘ 
vy ine ere 1 rh ) Ww ) 
, } } 
change a book, « ' ‘ 
engage work On the { 
} 
1 Ww until 1 ‘ 
‘ } 
eruo Licip, | l i 
1 
from or W on ¢ | 
} 1 +) 
ha irced 1 a 
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assed for mere acquaint- 





re were some who said— 


rs among them—that “that 





lden Farmer, young Blount, 


| . + } ~ } + : 23.98.. @ 
ul treated the forlorn thing shabbily. 


About that time hoops came in, and 
ve girls flourished the first that 
appeared in Hendrik. 


One day, as Miss Wimple sat in a low 





y inkee rocki ig chair, sewing among her 
she was favored with the extra- 
ry apparition of Miss Madeline 


Splurge, her first visitor that day, 
, er on iness or curiosity. 


‘| wish to procure a small morocco 
pocket-book, Miss Wimple, if you keep 
h things.” 


Miss Wimple, with a slight bow of 


as- 

sent, took from a glass counter-case a 
yper | n which was a miscellaneous 
tment ¢ h articles : there were 

. of the pocket-books. Made- 
selected one, i small, flexible affair, 

f some d 1 morocco lined with 
pink silk. She paid the trifle the shy, 
ire little librarian demanded, and 

is taking’ |] leave in silence, without 
ven a “ Good-day,” when, as she was 


sing the door, Miss Wimple espied 








the counter, near where her customer 

| stood, a e-card; her eye fell on 
the engraved name “Mr. Pl » With- 
ss”: of co Miss Splurge had dropped 
inaware She hastened with it to the 


r,—Madeline had just stept into the 





set.— 
This 1 is yours, I presume, Miss 

Spl rea?” ; 
turned upon her with a sur- 
prised air, inquiringly,—looked in her own 


unds, and shook her handkerchief with 
the quick, nervous, alarmed movement 


who suddenly discovers a very 





ticular loss, — became, in an instant, 
as death, stared for a moment at 


Miss Wimple with fixed eyes, and slight- 





shivered. Then, quickly and fiercely, 
snatched the card from Miss Wim- 

put ’s hand, — 
“ Where—where did you find this? 
Did—did I leave—drop— ?” 


“You left it on my counter,” Miss 


Wimple 
erate sel 
terfeited 


consternation. 


quietly re 





ossession that admirably coun- 


consciousness of Madeli: 


“Come hither, into the shop,—a word 
with you,”—and Madeline entered quick- 
ly, and closed the door behind her. For 
a moment she leaned with her elbow on 
the counter, and pressed her eyes with 
her fingers. 

“Are you ill, Miss Splurge?” Miss 
Wimple gently inquired. 

“No. Did you read what is on this 
card ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ You—you—you read ”"———Madeline’s 
hands were clenched, her face red and 
distorted ; she gnashe 1 her teetl 
seemed choking. 

“Why, Miss Splurge, what is the mat- 
ter with you ? - 
Mr. Philip Withers. The card lay on 


the counter,—I could not know it was 





t 


yours,—I read the 
ly brought it to you. What excites you 


so? Sit dov 





ly you are ill.” 
Madeline did not accept the stool Miss 

Wimple offered her, but 

self of the pause to assume a forced 


ness which left her paler than at first, she 


one 
» availing her- 


fixed her flashing eyes steadily on the 
deep, still eyes of her companion, and 
asked,— 
“ You did not turn this card, then ?— 
you did not look on the other side ?” 
“On my honor, I did not.” 


“On your honor! You are not lying, 





girl?” — Miss Splurge thrust the card 
into the newly-purchased pocket-book, 
and hid that in her bosom. 

“ Miss Splurge,” said Miss Wimple, very 


simply, and with no excitement of 


tone 


uly 


+) 
recovered to appear on the street, with- 


or expression, “ when you feel suflicier 


out exposing yourself there as you have 
done in here, go out !” 

And Miss Wimple turned from Made- 
line and would have resumed her sew- 
ing; but Madeline cried,— 


“ Stay, stay, Miss Wimple, I beseech 
you! I knew not what I said; forgive 
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me, ah, forgive me !—for you are merci- 
ful, as you are pure and true. If you 
were aware of all, you would know that 
I could not insult you, if I would. Trouble, 
distraction, have made me coarse,—false, 
too, to myself as unjust and injurious to 
you; for I know your virtues, and be- 
lieve in them as I believe in little else in 
this world or the next. If in my hour 
of agony and shame I could implore the 
help of any human being, I would come 
to you—dear, honest, brave girl !—before 
all others, to fling myself at your feet, and 
kiss your hands, and beseech you to pity 
me and save me from myself, to hold my 
hot head on your gentle bosom, and your 
soothing hand on my fierce heart. Good- 
by ! Good-by ! I need not ask your par- 
don again,—you have no anger for such 
as I. But if your blessed loneliness is 
ever disturbed by vulgar, chattering visi- 


tors, you will not name me to them, or 


confess that you have seen me.” And 
ere Miss Wimple could utter the gentle 
words that were already on her lips, Ma- 
deline was gone. -~ 

For a while Miss Wimple remained 
standing on the spot, g izing anxiously, but 
vacantly, toward the door by which the 
half-mad la ly had departed, — her soft, 
deep eyes full of painful apprehension. 
Then she resumed her little rox king- 
chair, and, as she gathered up her work 
from the floor where she had dropped it, 
tears trickled down her cheeks ; she 
_sighed and shook her head, in utter sor- 
row. 

“ They were always strange women,” 
she thought, “those Splurges,— not a 
sound heart nor a healthy mind among 
them. Could their false, barren life have 
maddened this proud Madeline? Else 
what did she mean by her ‘ hot head’ and 
her * fierce heart’? And what had that 
Philip Withers to do with her trouble and 
her distraction? She recollected now 
that Simon had once said, in his odd, 
significant way, that Mr. Withers was a 
charming person to contemplate from a 
safe distance,—Simon, who never lent 
himself to idle detraction. She remem- 


bered, too, that she had often reproached 





herself for her irrational prejudice agains 
the man,—that she was forever finding 
something false and sinister in the face 
that every one else said was eminently 


handsome, and ugly dissonance in t 


voice that all Hendrik praised for its 


I 
music. Was he on both sides of that 
card ?—Ah, well! it might be just noth- 
ing, after all; the poor lady might be ill, 
or vexed past endurance at home; or 
some unhappy love affair might ha 


} 


come to fret her proud, impatient, 
temper. But not Withers,—oh, of course 


not Withers !—for was it not well kn 


wn 
that Adelaide was his choice, that his 
assiduous and graceful attentions to her 
silenced even his loudest enemies, who 
could no longer accuse him of duplicity 
and disloyalty to women ? But sl 

vould feel: less disturbed, and sle¢ P bet- 


ter, perhaps, if she knew that Madeline 


was safe at home, and tranquil again. 

Thinking of sleep reminded Miss W im- 
ple that she had a pious task to perform 
before she could betake her to her sweet 
little cot. A superannuated and bed- 
ridden woman, who had nursed her 


mother in her last illness, liv: 


northern outskirts of the town; 
must cross the long covered | 
spanned the Hendrik River to t 
ket full of comforting trifles to 
that night. 

About nine o’clock Miss Wimpl 
done her charitable errand, and 


her way home again, with a 


and a happy heart, an empty ba 





old Hetty’s abundant bless 
alone, but feared nothing, 
Hendrik at night wer 
and she to them; and although 
and quiet traits were not sufficiently un- 
derstood to make her universally belov- 
ed, not a loafing ruffian in town but 
knew her modest face, her odd attire, and 
her straightforward walk; and the 1 
est respected her. 

As she approached the covered brid 
the moon was shining brightly at the en- 
trance, making the gloom within pro- 
founder. It was a long, wor dlen struc- 


ture, of a kind common enough on the 
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turnpikes of the Atlantic States, where “ Now, Philip Withers, what a weak, 
“wm they cross the broader streams. Stout pusillanimous wretch you must be, hav- 
— posts and cross-beams, and an arch ing known me so long, and tried my tem- 
mp that stretched from end to end, divid- per so well, to hope to find me such a 
Bs ed the bridge into two longitudinal com- fool, after all,—that kind of fool, I mean! 
4 partments, for travellers going and com- My deepest shame; in this unutterably 
thos ing respectively ; there were small win- shameful hour, is that I chose such a 
= dows on each side, and at either end, on cowardly ass to besot m) ee ee 
ae a conspicuous signboard, were the Com- There, the subject sickens me, and I am 
#5 pany’s “ Rules,”—“ Walk your Horses going. Dare to follow me, and the geese 
‘ over this Bridge, or be subject toa Fine of Hendrik shall have you. I go scot- 
<i of not less than Five nor exceeding Twen- free, fearing nothing, having nothing to 
ee ty Dollars”—* Keep to the Right, as the Jose; but I hold you, my exquisite Joseph 
; Law directs.” Surface—oh, the wit of my sister! oh, 
: m4 As Miss W imple entered the shadow the wisdom of fools ! by your fine senti- 
a of the bridge on the right hand, she was ments; and when I want you I shall find 
“a startled by hearing excited voices, which you. I can take care of me and min 
car seemed to come from the other side of but beware how you dare to claim lot 
‘ the central arch, and about the middle — or portion in what I choose to call my 
<p f the brid where the darkness was own, even though your brand be on 
leepest :— it, — Joseph !” 

“ Speak low, I say, or be silent ! Some She hissed the name, and, with hurried 
me will be coming presently ;—I heard steps, and a low, scornful laugh, departed. 
a steps approaching even now” — Miss As Miss Wimple, all aghast, leaned for- 
poke Wimple instinctively stopped, and stood ward with quick breath and tumultuous 
si motionless, almost holding her breath, at heart, and peered through the gloom to- 
5 the end of the arch where the moonlight ward where the silver moonlight lay 

, lid not reach. She was no eavesdrop- across the further end of the bridge, sh 

= per, mark you, the meannesses she saw a white dress flash across a b t 
scorned included that character in a_ space and disappear. Then Philip With- 
“tm special clause. But she had recognized rs stepped forth into the moonlight, stood 
“nt the voice, and with her own true delica- there for a minute or two, and gazed in 


*y would spare the speaker the shame of _ the direction of a branch road which made 


had liscovery and the dread of exposure— off from the turnpike close to the bridge, 
ae “Speak low, or I will leave you. If and led, at right angles to it, to the rail- 
Se you are indifferent for yourself, you shall road station on the right; then slowly, 
yom 4 not toss me to the geese of Hendrik.” and without once looking back, he fol- 
a “You are right”;—it was a woman’s lowed the turnpike to the town. 

2 . voice ; but, whatever her tone had been All astonished, bewildered, full of 
: a before, she spoke so low now, and with strange, vague fears, Miss Wimple re- 
“ns a voice so hoarse with suppressed emo- mained in the now awful gloom and still- 
shy er eee by a sort of choking ness of the bridge till he had quite dis ip- 
* a whisper, that Miss Wimple, if she had peared. Then gathering up her wits with 
<i ever heard it before, could not recog- an effort, she resumed her homeward 
: , nize it;—‘ You are right; the time for way. As she emerged from the shadows 
nee that has not come ;—I could not stay to into the same bright place which Withers 
as enjoy it;—I am going now, but we will and his mysterious companion had just 
. meet again.” passed, she spied something dark lying 
dl ; “ What would you have? Ihave said onthe ground. She stooped and picked 
si I would marry you,—and leave you,—so it up; it was a small morocco po ket-book 
ome soon as I can shake myself clear of that lined with pink silk. 

ia other stupid infatuation.” Good Heaven! She remembered,— 

iv 
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the « he had sold to Miss Madeline and information. Till then she would 
Splurge that ‘noon,—the very same! hope for the best. 

So, then, that wa e, her dress; When Miss Wimple reached her hum- 
she had, indeed, dimly thought of Made- ble little nest, she knelt beside hei l 
line more than ones that woman and prayed, tearfully, to the God wh 





bitterly,— 


had not 
ancied it 


iking so but 


was spe 


ognized her tones, nor once f 





re 
1 oht be she. Now she e: re valle d 
her words, and nderstood some of her 
ulusions. And her wild, distracted, inco- 
herent speech in the shop, too,—ah! it 
was all too plait : that was surely she; 
but what might be the nature or degree 
of her trouble Miss Wimple dared not 


This Philip Withers,—was 


“ Tad he this 
bid! No, no, no!” 


r all ? 
ral: 








com ow to 
and be to ck ‘ 
Should sh 





h cht no 
was not clear enough to justify so officious 
astep. Madeline was in no immediate 
danger. Perhaps she had only taken a 


vad to avoid the odious com- 
of Withe rs. No doubt she 
was half-way home already. She would 


clearer 


different 
par ionshi 


wait till morning, for judgment 





erday atternoon,— 

! lk 
ne last ul 
drowned |] elf in 
SI] t r 


who always did hate | had said 

had gone off in a miff, thout eve 
cool or a carpet oe, and ! ‘ 
night train to New York, where she | 
an uncle on the mother’s sick \ " 
On l I ddance Nc Miss Ad 

Mr. Withers would have son pe i 
of their time. Such a swe coup! 


too! 

Madeline had left 
of you all, and I hav 
You will be foolish 

” 


about it. 


ntinued.] 





a note 
e escaped 


. - 
to take any troubie 





or W h \ wu a ele ous vintage, spilled 


ed In rystai ¢ rents und I yamine udes 





All round its luminous, pictured sides. 
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rO tober, 


All day I drink of the wine and di ep 

In its stainless waves my senses steep ; 

All night my peaceful soul lies drowned 

In hollows of the cup profound ; 

Again each morn I clamber up 

The emerald crater of the « up, 

On massive knobs of jasper stand 

And view the azure ring expand: 

I watch the foam-wreaths toss and swim 

In the wine that o’erruns the jewelled rim, 

Edges of chrysolite emerge, 

Dawn-tinted, from the misty surge ; 

My thrilled, uncovered front I lave, 

My eager senses kiss the wave 

And drain, avith its viewless draught, the | 

That warmeth the bosom’s secret core, 

And the fire that maddens the poet’s braiz 

With wild sweet ardor and heavenly pain 

THE LANGUAGE OF THE SEA. 

Every cal l something of a whicl ses no gram I 
sp il i E n w! I 1 ’ ot it ( l h 
one would thin! I ssity f n on 1 an 7 t 1 y ‘ 
tl yn n ¢ Sophor res, sporting I f Mezzofa or B has , 
! nd repo for pre i dial nicl » its place ar , i 
forthwith partly ll eels a as ; 

fi ) STOW 1 the sturdy stem « Like everything else v s used 
ol I English ex] ifs a new cron <¢ S¢ r ept salt-w { 
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the nature of d betoken the de- : 
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I r h the lar — : rE 
: sea any language ? « s of Russia. s 
natior | tongue oT ifted into it n | da 2 
ey of the maritime calling ( 
its own laws,—the common veiesl elemei 
nwritten law of the forecastle, « of construction suffer a ha 
iralty Courts ti infrequent passing into the service of Poseidor 
cognizance, and the law of the quarter- again the landward phrases are mi 
deck, which is to be read ina ts of Par- phi ed by their contact with the main 
liament and statutes of C neress. The But no one set of them is alloy ed « lu 
sea has its own customs, superstitions, sive predominance. For the oc 
traditions, architecture, and government; the only true, erand, federativ m- 
wherefore not its own language? We monwealth which has never owned a 
maintain that it has, and that this toneue, sinele master. The cloud-compelline Z% 





which is not enumerated by Adelung, might do as he pleased on land; but far 





ber, 
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ioms, and forms of expression ] 
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the “caboose,” or naval history, tactics, and science,—a 
he lat- thing, of course, impossible he: 
era, in This brings us to another view of the 
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wherewith to impress the understandi1 


and heart of the sailor, you undertake 
avery difficult thing. For though men 











The Whirligig of Time. 
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[( ete yber. 


fhe agony ot sea-six kne 
ed in Sir John’s breast At 


conqau 








are moved best by apt s from from the window of his 
the things familiar to them, unapt illus- riage, which was secur ly tl} 
trations most surely disgust them. forward deck of the steamer, he ex- 
But if you earnestly desire it, we know claimed ‘| ve know. I'd 
of but one certain course, which is best ex- guinea to know vour t for keep 
pla lin a brief anecdote. An English well in this in rnal Channel.” Tl 
gentleman, who was in all the agoni traveller solemnly extend har 
a rough at tedious passage from Folke- the me » al s l 
] 
stor to Boulogne, was especi uly irri- his paln with t other shaded 
tated by the aggravating nonchalance « uth, t no } of the or 
a fellow-p ited | might fall on unp ears, and y 
] 
manner of bilious we, ¢ - pered,—* Hark’ | GO TO s 
ing, and smoking Enelish TWENTY YEARS, As | \VE.” 
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discontent, but was willing to plod on in winning the pretty heiress seemed to be 
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nothing; tell me if you ever hear any- For a whole day and night he did 


thing il it me.” ak: t 





“Perhaps Carl had better come and and he raved continually 


hear for himself,—don’t you think so, hi 


sunny ?” said Katrine, taking the basket. — eoil 











ol 
rhe tone and manner said more than - this was r ported, su 

the words. Carl’s pulses bounded; he at once to Ste 

eized her unresisting hand and covered before an arrest c+ 1 

it with ki Ss. “So! this is the bashful found t 

young man!” thought Katrine. “I shall ance « 

not need to encourage him any more, In truth, it was the 1 

surely.” in a tit of jealous ra 

> night was coming on; Katrine re- rival in the dark. ] 


membered her father, and started towards for d sad. 


the mill, whose broad arms could scarcely 
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he blows of his staff. Wher 
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not 


hen a violent brain-fever set in. 


He fanci 


uns Stolzen, and re- 


re, had 





at him, and left | 


Katrine, who had always disliked Stol- 


wayl ul 1 





is directed 
aa 
minal; bu 
' 
at l 








l 
be seen through the twilicht. Carl ac- zen, especially a he had pursued hi 
compa i | to the gate, and, allt a 1 
turtive ( ipw ird to the house- i- I 
dows, bade |} farewell, with a kiss, and the 
rd, feeling himself aman off 
time in his lift Fra 
h had scel tl pantor the 
thi h tl i vers that stood o he w - I Oo 
dow-sill, 1 ul-pleased, and was w r snea 
he: 1. An hour pas nd ‘ 
he did 1 om Another hou 1 sl V 
] ¥ anxious When W 
1ecar midnight, she roused her 1 hea 
n nd a 1 him to go towa no 
the mill | look for Carl An ol | consecrate y sult 
teri | ensued. It y e; and they vowed to f 
than sl i even feared Carl |] by n ind in d h. 
the , far - When Carl at h be strong 
le, cove 1 with tee- und commenced labor, he he l eedi- 
t first la i t ly to claim his } othe ul vas W 
reath! Ghastly wounds cov: l gat yrable wtunity to obtain | 
head | rms | s f 3 ¢O t to their marriage Tl 
, i I TI - | ynlv ‘ | or h - 
3 1 tl ( he had endured. No s had 
! i t - | i} 5 as ¢ 
] I | \ s bef B 
th I ! May | mo wrtunate of ’ 
1 l y t » 8 n to enjo he 
; ! M his | y lie la his cliff, waiting till the h < | 
n vultures ! M | zea e ng-cove hen darts d 
inhe D » tl i ls of stran- nd | s off the captor, that m 
gers, and ‘ rish f 1 the earth!’ s e for himself the priz 0 Schén- 
Yr) I s, as they en feld, not un rmed of 5 t wa oing 
l bloodshot, t tear! eyes ( l Oo po ! 
’ ’ , 4 , a f } 
ii i al ( ) i Ailh AN ich iu 
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ast rival out of the way. An 
in the kine’s ~ rvice appeared in 
o auraw the conscripts for the 
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und the young men trembled like 
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| be seized for the shambles. 
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long enough to efface any recollection of 
Phen he presented 


himself, and, in his usual imp 1 vay, 


the absent soldier 





offered his hand to Katrine. The miller 


was inclined to favor his suit 





and position Schénfeld was first in the vil- 
lage ; he would be a powerful ally, la 
very dis iwrecal le enemy. In fact, Rau- 
chen really feared to refuse ‘ d: 
and he plied his daughter with su - 
cument as he could command, | ¥ to 
move he1 to a ‘cept the Olle Ie is 
however, was convineed of the t t ( 
her former suspit ion, that Ca vas a 
victim Scho as i i i v- 
jection of his s h 
an indignation which she took 1 3 
to conceal. The old sear sh ve- 
ly white in his purple face, as 
mill, vowing ven ‘ | ) 
Rauchen and his daught v 
I ) S ary t nev A i l 
it ten ther ~ ( 
to t nerwhvor or isa Ss, OVE i o 
flavons of ale, ; e litt sat 
i 3 illi- yor i i eu 





i was <¢ e ¢ 
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fulfil the duty of heirshi 





the property 





deposited with him. 





To quiet his natu 
apprehensions in view of this event, he 
determined to follow Stolzen’s track, as 
; least, 


find out what had become of him. 


n this world, at 


much of it as lay 





Upon arriving in the neighborhood, the 
Jew had a thorough search made. The 
the third 


day there was a discovery. A man walk- 


e 


country was scoured, and on 


ing on the san ly margin of a river, about 


two or three miles from Carl’s house, saw 
a skull before him. As the steep bluff 


nearly overhung the spot where he stood, 
he conjectured that the body to which 
the skull belone «l was to be found above 
on its verge. He climbed up, and there 
iw a headless skeleton. It was the body 
of Stolzen, as his memorandum-book and 
other articles showed. His pistol was 
n his pocket, and still loaded; that fact 
pr ded the idea of suicide. Moreover, 











( x to the deceased in size and 
l had } 1 seen, about the time of his 
disa rar by the neichboring family, 
’ ne t Proch’s and « 
the evenine of the s day an Irishman 
t Carl going at a rapid rate, with a eun 
n his shoulder, as thouch in furious pur- 
suit of some one. <A warrant for his ar- 
rest was issued, and he was lodged in jail 


to await 
had 


manner of his 


Hebrew 


after the 


his trial. If now the 


followed th: 





race in ancient 
might have fared badly with poor Carl. 
s the broker 


peradventure that the depositor 


as soon i 





But was sati 


»yond a] 


was acually dead, he hastened back to 


New York, joyful as a crow over a new- 
ly-found carcass, to administer upon the 
estate, leaving the law to take its own 


course with regard to the murderer. 





The Whirligig of Time. ( 


Beyond 
as implicatin 
at the trial. 


Jameson, the 


I mentioned at the 


b inning of 


the defence. H 


was engaged for 


} ? 
ulariy 


sing 


uncommuni 


though the 


eovernment failed 
out a shadow of a case against 
he was yet puzzled in his own 1 
Carl’s silence? and his real o 
indifference. Katrine was in « 
her child in her arms, watchi 
ed  attent 


ceedir 7s Wit 


she, as well as Carl, was unable t 
stand any but the most fan 
ke il Englis} The -case was 
ak led: the few facts pre ‘ 
ut ppeared to have no 
nectior ind there was ) 


1 } 1 
quit d Carl, : 1 h his wif 
} ft ¢ co ) m } 

» 1 
am ed . he spect i 


41 } P } 
q . | } 
no lo ’ 
to the priva ( ‘ 
I 
: . 
{ 1. < 1} 


you. N you 

thi - vou al 

want to know ¥ the 1 
all. Iwill keep it i 





Did you kill Stolzen, 
“Well, if I did,” he answe 


they do anything with me ?” 
‘ No,’ nid J imeson 
“ Not, if I acknowledge ?” 
“No, you h 
be tried twice fr san 





are safe, even if you shor 


} 


and con 


“Well, 


fess the deed 


then, I did kill hi 


would again!” 

For the moment, a fierce light 
upon the calm and ki lly f 
feeling that his answer would 
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without the previous been afraid to use. Its truth is the thing 
history of the ies. Carl sat down and that most startles the mind accust ymed to 
lish told to his lawyer deal with fictions. 

We leave Carl to return to his 


with his wife, for whom he had 


in his broke: 
the story I have 
cord. It was impossible to doubt a word 


for the simplicity and pathos of the so much, and with the hope 
to him in suc hi 


narrative were above all art. Here was her temptation may come t 


_ which the boldest inventor 


here attempted to re- 


. , ° . 
1 simple case a guise as almost to make mu der a vir- 


of schemes to punish villany would have 
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And rou vl the world, 


Is as the thought of one 


he thought of all 


to 


Oh, reverently and thankfully 
The mighty wonder own! 
The deaf can hear, the blind may see, 


The work is God’s alone. 


yb on, strong pulse of thunder! beat 


1 answering beach to beach! 





Fuse nations in thy kindly heat, 


And melt the chains of each! 


Wild terror of the sky above, 
Glide tamed and dumb below! 


Bear cently, Ox 


in’s carriér-dove, 





Thy errands to and fro! 


Weave on, swift shuttle 


he Lord, 





Beneath the deep so far, 
The bridal robe of Earth’s accord, 


The funeral shroud of war ! 
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As on sea of ( ( 
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s whose notes ar of support insects jt pr 
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city id in t fruit In sv n 1 t 
il in these places, means of s isten¢ ( 
) eep J Is d earth; i | if ne ry 
\I of « 7iIng- icial methods, will imerease in proy 
ce of pioneer on to multipli ( h { 
I l re 1 im- which constitute their ] fi 1. 
r L of These considerations sul el! 
ibly, from any account for the fact, whi n ¢ 
Iv44) ‘ : 7 +} 
on i man- a lttie astonishment, mo 
of the increased irds are found in the u ( 
t food upon which city, and among the parks and ! 
ent upon the tilling of the city, than in tl deep 
It known that where, even in the singing sol 
mm eas ] ~ +3 . a's T; 
} 1 Cause an sence 1s sometn S$ m imcnory i 
i ‘ all those spe- still to be remarked, that th speci 
I } 
larve are cherished which are thus familiar in r hal 
t it 1 st the or- ao not include all the singing-birds 
I farm is capable they include all that are well known t 





ber, 
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the majority of our people. These are 
the birds of the garden and orchard. 
There are many other species, wild and 
solitary in their habits, which are delight- 
ful songsters in uncultivated regions re- 
mote from the town. But even these are 
rare in the depths of the forest. They 
live on the edge of the wood and in the 
half-wooded pasture. 

The birds of the garden and orchard 
have been frequently described, and their 





are very generally known; but in 
the usual descriptions little has been said 
of their powers and peculiarities of song. 
In the present sketches, I have given 
particular attention to the vocal powers 
of the different birds, and have endeav- 
ored to designate the parts which each one 
performs in the grand hymn of Nature. 
I shall first introduce the Song-Sparrow, 
(Fringi 





lla melodia,) a little bird that is 
ally known and admired. The 








univers 
Song-Sparrow is the earliest visitant and 
the latest resident of the vocal tenants 
of the field. 


undistinguished from the female by any 


He is plain in his vesture, 
superiority of plumage, and comes forth 
in the’ spring and takes his departure 
in the autumn in the same suit of russet 
and gray by which he is always recog- 
nized. 

In March, before the violet has ven- 
tured to peep out from the southern knoll 
of the pasture or the sunny brow of the 
hill, while the northern skies are liable to 
pour down at any hour a storm of sleet 
and snow, the Song-Sparrow, beguiled 
by southern winds, has already made his 
appearance, and, on still mornings, may 
be heard warbling his few merry notes, 
as if to make the earliest announcement 
‘his arrival. He is, therefore, the true 
harbinger of spring, and, though not the 
sweetest songster of the woods, has the 
merit of bearing to man the earliest 
tidings of the opening year, and of de- 
claring the first vernal promises of Na- 
ture. As the notes of those birds that 
sing only in the night come with a double 
charm to our ears, because they are har- 
monized by silence and hallowed by the 
hour that is sacred to repose,—in like 
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manner does the Song-Sparrow delig] 
us in tenfold measure, because he sings 
the sweet prelude to the universal hymn 
of Nature. 

His haunts are the pastures which have 
been half reduced to tillage, and are still 
partially filled with wild shrubbery ; for 
he is not so familiar fm his habits as the 
Hair-bird, that comes close up to our 
door-step, to find the crumbs that are 
swept from our tables: Though his voice 
is constantly heard in the garden and 
orchard, he selects a more retired spot 
for his nest, preferring not to trust his 
progeny to the doubtful mercy of the 
lords of creation. In some secure re- 
treat, under a tussock of herbage or a 
tuft of shrubbery, the female sits upon 
her nest of soft dry grass, containing 
four or five eggs, of a greenish white 
ground, almost entirely covered with 
brownish specks. Commencing in April, 
she rears three broods of young during 
the season, and her mate prolongs his 
notes until the last brood has flown from 
the nest. 

The notes of the Song-Sparrow would 
not entitle him to be ranked among our 
principal singing-birds, were it not for 
the remarkable variations of his song, in 
which respect he is equalled, I think, by 
no other bird. Of these variations there 
are seven or eight which may be dis- 
tinctly recognized, and differing enough 
to be considered separate tunes. The 
bird does not warble these in regular suc- 
cession; he is in the habit of repeating 
one several times, and then leaves it, 
and repeats another in a similar manner. 
Mr. Paine * took note, on one occasion, 
of the number of times a Song-Sparrow 
sang each of the tunes, and the order of 
Of the tunes, as he had 
numbered them, the bird “sang No. 1, 
27 times; No. 2, 36 times; No. 3, 23 


singing them. 


times; No. 4, 19 times; No. 5, 21 times; 
No. 6, 32 times; No. 7, 18 times. Per- 
haps next he would sing No. 2, then per- 
haps No. 4, or 5, and so on.” Mr. Paine 

* Mr. Charles S. Paine, of East Randolph, 
who, I believe, was the first to observe this 
habit of the Song-Sparrow. 
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adds, “ Some males will sing each tune 
about fifty times, though seldom; some 
will only sing them from five to ten times. 
But as far as I have observed, each male 
has his seven songs. I have applied the 
rule to as many as a dozen different 
birds, and the result has been the same.” 

An individual will sometimes, for half 
a day, confine himself almost entirely to 
a few of these variations; but he will 
commonly sing each one more or less 
in the course of the day. I have ob- 


served also, that, when one principal 





takes up a particular tune, other 
ls in the vicinity will unite in the 
same. ‘The several variations are most- 
ly in triple time, a few in common time, 
and there is an occasional blending of 
both in the same tune, which consists 
usually of four bars or strains, sometimes 
five, though the song is frequently broken 
off at the end of the third strain. This 
habit of varying his notes through so 
many permutations, and the singularly 
fine intonations of many of them, entitle 
the Song-Sparrow to a very high rank as 
a singing-bird. 

There is a manifest difference in the 
expression of these several tunes. The 
one which I have marked as No. 8 is 
particularly plaintive, and is usually in 
common time. No. 2 is the one which 
I think is most frequently sung. No. 5 
is querulous and entirely unmusical. 
There is a remarkable precision in the 
song of this bird, and the finest singers 


are those which, in the language of mu- 


sicians, have the least execution. There 
are some individuals that blend their 
notes together so promiscuously, and use 
so many flourishes, that it is difficult to 
identify their song, or to perceive its ex- 
pression. 

Whether these tunes of the Song-Spar- 
row express to his mate, or to others of 
his species, different sentiments, and con- 
vey different messages, or whether the 
bird adopts them for his own amusement, 
I have not been able to determine. Nei- 
ther have I learned whether a certain 
hour of the day or a certain state of the 
weather predisposes him to sing a partic- 





ular tune. This point may, perhaps, be 


determined by some future observer; 





and it may be ascertained that the birds 
of this species have their matins and 
their vespers, their songs of rejoicing 
and of complaining, of courtship when 
in presence of their mate, and of encour- 
agement and solace when she is sitting 
upon her nest. As Nature has a benev- 
olent and a definite object in every i 
stinct which she has established among 
her creatures, it is not probable that this 
habit of the Song-Sparrow is the mer 
result of accident. All the variations of 
his song are given, with the specimens, at 
the end of this article, and, thouch indi- 
viduals differ in their singing, the notes 
will afford the reader a good general 
idea of the several tunes. 

Soon after the arrival of the Song-Spar- 
row, when the spring-flowers have begun 
to be conspicuous in the meadow, we are 


greeted by the more fervent and length- 





ened notes of the Vesper-bird, ( Fring 

a * 4 
graminea,) poured out with a peculiarly 
pensive modulation. This species closely 


resembles the former, but may be distin- 





guished from it, when on the wi ; 
two white lateral feathers in the tail 
The chirp of the Song-Sparrow is also 
louder, and pitched on a lower key, than 
that of the present species. By careless 
observers, these two Finches, on account 
of the similarity in their general appear- 
ance and habits, are considered identical. 
The V 


familiar of the two, and, when both are 





sper-bird, however, is the least 


singing at the same time, will be found to 
occupy a position more remote from the 


house than the other. In several locali 
ties, these two species are distinguished 
by the names of Bush-Sparrow and 
Ground-Sparrow, from their supposed 
different habits of placing their nests, on¢ 
in a bush and the other on the ground. 
But they do not in fact differ in this re- 
spect, as each species occasionally builds 
in both ways. 

The Vesper-bird attracts more general 
attention to his notes than the Sparrow, 
because he sings a longer, though a more 


monotonous song, and warbles with more 
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fervency. His notes bear considerable 
resemblance to those of the Canary-bird, 
but they are more subdued and plaintive, 
and have a peculiar reedy sound, which 
is never perceived in the notes of the 
Canary. This bird is periodical in his 
habits of song, confining his lays to par- 
ticular hours of the day and conditions 
of the weather. The Song-Sparrow, on 
the contrary, sings about equally from 
morning to night, and but little more at 
me hour than another; and the different 
performers of this species do not seem to 
join in concert. This habit renders the 


ia 


ter more companionable, at the same 
time it causes his notes to be less regard- 

d than those of the Vesper-bird, who 
pours them forth more sparingly, and at 
recular perio ls. 

The Vesper-bird begins with all his kin- 
dred in a general concert at early dawn, 
ifter which they are comparatively silent 
til set, when tl repeat their con- 
ill greater zeal than they 
chanted in the morning. It is from this 
circumstance that it has obtained the 
name it bears,—from its evening hymn, or 
} 


espers. I have heard this name applied 


to it only in one locality ; but it is so pre- 





y applicable to its habits, that I have 





it worthy of being retained as its 
distinguishing < ynomen. There are par- 
ticular states of the weather that fre- 
jue ntly eall out tl birds of this spec ies 
into a it other periods 
of the day,—as when rain is suddenly fol- 
lowed by sunshine, or when a clear sky 
is suddenly darkened by clouds, present- 
ing to them a sort of occasional morn 
and occasional even. It may be re- 
marked, that you seldom hear one of 
these birds singing alone; but when one 
begins, all others in the vicinity immedi- 


ately join him. 





1e usual resorts of the Vesper-bird 
are the pastures and the hay-fields; 





hence the name of Grass-Finch, by 
which he is usually distinguished. His 
. " 


voice is heard frequently by the rustic 





s, where he picks up a consider- 
able portion of his subsistence. This is 


the little bird that so generally serenades 
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us during our evening walks, at a little 


distance from the town, and not so far 
into the woods as the haunts of the 
Thrushes. When we go out into the 


country, on pleasant days in Ju 





July, at nightfall, we hear multitudes of 
them singing sweetly from a hundred dif- 
ferent points in the fields and farms. 
Among the birds which are endowed 
by Nature with the gift of song in connec- 
tion with gaudy plumage is the Ameri- 
ean Goldfinch, or Hemp-bird, (ri l 
tristis.) one of the most interestin 


delicate of the feathered tribe. Of all 


our birds this bears the closest reset 





blance to the Canary, both in his plu- 
mage and in the notes of his song. He 


be ranked with the finest of our 


cannot 
songsters, being deficient in compass and 
variety. But he has great sweetness of 
tone, and is equalle d by few birds in the 
rapidity of his execution. His note of 
complaint is exactly like that of the Ca- 


nary, and is heard at almost all times of 





the year. He utters also, when flying, a 
very animated series of notes, during the 
repeated undulations of his flight, and 
they seem to be uttered with each effort 
he makes to rise. 

It is remarkable that this bird, though 
he often rears two broods in a season, 
does not be cin to build his nest until 
July, after the first broods of the Robin 
and the Song-Sparrow have flown from 
their nests. Mr. Augustus Fowler * is 
of opinion, from his observation of their 
habits of feeding their young, that the 
cause of this procrastination is, “ that they 
would be unable to find, in the spring 
and early summer, those new and milky 
seeds which are the necessary food of 
their young,” and takes occasion to al- 
* Mr. Augustus Fowler of Dany: 


s made one of the finest 





eggs of native birds. His drawings of the 
same are beautifully executed, accon : ! 


by representations of the nests and of the 


foliage that surrounded them. This gent 





and his brother, Mr. S. P. Fowler, hav l 
leisure, during the intervals of their « ipa- 
tion in a mechanical a to acquire a ]- 
edee of certain branches of natural history 


which would do honor to a professor. 
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lude to that beneficent law of Nature 
which provides that these birds “should 
not bring forth their young until the very 
time when those seeds used by them for 
food have passed into the milk, in which 
state they are easily dissolved by the 
stomach, and when an abundant supply 
may always be found.” 

The Hemp-birds are remarkable for 
associating at a certain season, and sing- 
ing, as it were, in choirs. “ During spring 
and summer,” says Mr. Fowler, “they 
rove about in small flocks, and in July 
will assemble together in considerable 
numbers on a particular tree, seemingly 
for no other purpose than to sing. These 
concerts are held by them on the fore- 
noon of each day, for a week or ten days, 
after which they soon commence build- 
ing their nests. I am inclined to believe 
that this is their time of courtship, and 


that they have a purpose in these meet- 


ings beside that of singing. If perchance 
one is heard in the air, the males utter 
their call-note with great emphasis, par- 
ticularly if the new-comer be a female; 
and while in her undulating flight she 
describes a circle, preparatory to alight- 
ing, they will stand almost erect, move 
their heads to the right and left, and 
burst simultaneously into song.” 

While engaged in these concerts, it 
would seem as if they were governed by 
some rule, that enabled them to time 
their voices, and to swell or diminish the 
volume of sound. Some of this effect 
is undoubtedly produced by the gradual 
manner in which the different voices join 
in harmony, beginning with one or two, 
and increasing in numbers in a sort of 
geometrical progression, until all are sing- 
ing at once, and then in the same gradual 
manner becoming silent. This produces 
the effect of a perfect crescendo and di- 
minuendo. Beginning, as it seems, at a 
distance, one voice leads on another, and 
the numbers multiply until they make 
a loud shout, which dies away gradu- 
ally until one single voice winds up 
the chorus. These concerts are repeat- 
ed at intervals, sometimes for an hour 
in duration. 


[¢ Yetober, 


Another peculiar habit of the Hemp- 
bird is that of building a nest, and then 
tearing it to pieces before any eggs have 
been deposited in it, and using the ma- 
terials to make a new nest in another lo- 
cality. In former years I have repeated- 
ly watched this singular operation, in the 
Lombardy poplars that stood before my 
study-windows. I have thought that the 
male bird only was addicted to this prac- 
tice, and that this might be his method 
of amusement while unprovided with a 
partner. The nest of the Hemp-bird is 
made of cotton, the down of the fern, and 
other soft materials, woven together with 
threads and the fibres of bark, and lined 
with thistle-down, if it be late enough to 
obtain it, and sometimes with cow’s hair. 
It is commonly placed in the fork of the 
slender branches of a maple, linden, or 
poplar, and is fastened to them with sin- 
gular ingenuity. 

Among the earliest songsters of spring, 
occasionally tuning his voice before the 
arrival of the multitudinous choir, is the 
Crimson Finch or American Linnet 
(Fringilla purpurea). I have frequently 
heard his notes on warm days in March, 
and once, in a very mild season, I heard 
one warbling cheerily on the 18th of 
February. But the Linnet does not per- 
severe like the Song-Sparrow, after he 
has once commenced. His voice is only 
occasionally heard, until the middle of 
April, after which he is a very constant 
singer. 

The notes of this bird are very sim- 
ple and melodious, and some individuals 
greatly excel others in their powers of 
song. It is generally believed that the 
young males are the best singers, and 
that age diminishes their vocal capacity. 
The greater number utter only a few 
strains, resembling the notes of the War- 
bling Fly-catcher, ( Vireo gilvus,) and thes« 
are constantly repeated during the greater 
part of the day. His song consists of 
four or five bars or strains ; but there are 
individuals that extend them ad libitum, 
varying their notes after the manner of 
the Canary. The latter, however, sings 
with more precision, and is louder and 
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shriller in his tones. I have not observed 
that this bird is more prone to sing in the 
morning and evening than at noonday 
and at all hours. 

I have alluded to the fact that the 
finest singing-birds build their nests and 
seek their food either on the ground 
or among the shrubbery and the lower 
branches of trees, and that, when singing, 
they are commonly perched rather low. 
The Linnet is an exception to this gen- 
eral habit of the singing-birds, and, in 
company with the Warbling Fly-catchers, 
he is commonly high up in an elm or 
some other tall tree, and almost entirely 
out of sight, when exercising himself in 
song. It is this preference for the higher 
br unt hes of trees that enables these birds, 
as well as the Golden Robin, to be deni- 
zens of the city. Hence they may be 
heard singing freely and melodiously 
from the trees on Boston Common as in 
the wild-wood or orchard in the country. 

I have seen the Linnet frequently in 
confinement; but he does not sing so well 
in a cage as in a state of freedom. His 
finest and most prolonged strains are 
delivered while on the wing. On such 
oceasions only does he sing with fervor. 
While perched on a tree, his song is short 
and not greatly varied. If you closely 
watch his movements when he is singing, 
he may be seen on a ‘sudden to take 


flight, and, while poising himself in the 


air, though still advancing, he pours out 
a continued strain of melody, not sur- 
passed by the notes of any other bird. 
On account of the infrequency of these 


occasions, it is seldom we have an oppor- 





tunity to witness a full exhibition of the 
musical powers of the Linnet. 

The male American Linnet is crimson 
on the head, neck, and throat, dusky on 
the upper part of its body, and beneath 
somewhat straw-colored. It is remark- 
able that a great many individuals are 
destitute of this color, being plainly clad, 
like the fem ile. These are supposed to 
ds, and the loss of color is at- 
tributed to age. The same change takes 


place when the bird is confined. 





little bird whose notes serve more 


than those of any other species to enliven 
the summer noondays in our villages is 
the House-Wren (Troglodytes fulvus). 
It is said to reside and rear its young 
chiefly in the Middle States; but it is far 
from being uncommon in Massachusetts, 
and, as it extends its summer migrations 
to Labrador, it is probable that it breeds 
there also. It is evident, however, tha 
its breeding-places are not confined to 
northern latitudes. It is a migratory 
bird, is never seen here in winter, but 
commonly arrives in May and returns 
south early in October. It builds in a 
hollow tree, like the Blue-bird, or in a 
box or other vessel provided for it, and 
by furnishing such accommodations we 
may easily entice one to make its home 
in our inclosures. 

The Wren is a very active bird, and 
one of the most restless of the feathered 
tribe. He is continually in motion, and 
even when singing he is always flitting 
about and changing his position. We 
see him in almost all places, as it were, 
at the same moment of time,—now war- 
bling in ecstasy from the roof of a shed, 
then, with his wings spread and feathers 
ruffled, scolding furiously at a Blue-bird 
or a Swallow that has alighted on his 
box, or driving a Robin from a cherry- 
tree that stands near his habitation. The 
next instant we observe him running 
along on a stone wall, and diving down 
and in and out, from one side to the 
other, through the openings between the 
stories, with all the nimbleness of a squir- 
rel. He is on the ridge of the barn-roof, 
he is peeping into the dove-cote, he is in 
the garden under the currant-bushes, or 
chasing a spider or a moth under a cab- 
bage-leaf: again he is on the roof of the 


shed, warbling vociferously ; and all 


these 
maneeuvres and peregrinations have oe- 
cupied hardly a minute, so rapid and 
incessant is he in his motions. 


The notes of the Wren are very lively 


and garrulous, and, if not uttered mor 
frequently during the heat of th day 
are certainly more noticeable at this hour. 
There is a concert at noonday, as well 
as in the morning and evening, among 
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the birds, and in the former the Wren is 
one of the principal musicians. After 


the ful 


the early performers, the Song-Sparrow 


l rays of the sun have silenced 


and the Red Thrush continue to sing, at 
intervals, the greater part of the day. 
The Wren is likewise heard at all hours; 
but when the languishing heat of noon has 


arrived, and most of the birds are silent, 


ie few that continue to sing become 
more than usually vocal, and seem to 
form a select company. They appear, 
indeed, to prefer the noonday, because 
the general silence that prevails at this 
hour renders their voices more distin- 
cuishable than at other times. The birds 
which are thus, as it were, associated 
with the Wren, in this noonday concert, 
are the Bobolink, the Cat-bird, and the 
two Warbling Fly-catchers, occasionally 
joined by the few and simple notes of 
the Summer Yellow-bird. If we are in 
the vicinity of the deep woods, we may 
also hear, at this hour, the loud and shrill 
voice of the Golde n-Crowned Thrush, a 
bird that is partial to the heat of noon. 
Of all these, however, the Wren is the 
most remarkable, having a note that is 
singularly varied and animated. He ex- 
hibits great compass and power of exe- 
cution, but wants variety in his tones. 
He begins ve ry sharp and shrill, like a 
grasshopper, then suddenly falls to a se- 


ries of low guttural notes, and ascends, 


like the rolling of a drum, to another 

series of high notes, rapidly trilled. <Al- 
pity 

most without a pause, he recommences 


with his querulous insect-chirp, and pro- 
ceeds through the same trilling and demi- 
semiquavering as before. He is not par- 
ticular about the part of the song which 
he makes his closing note, but will leave 
off right in the middle of a strain, when 
ne appears to be in the height of ecstasy, 
to pick up a spider or a fly. 


As the Wren raises two broods of 


, , . > 
longed to a late yp riod of the summer, 


being reque ntly hear l in the second or 
third week in August. 
} 


+] , i } ; firet ff ; 
so ern clime abo the first of October. 


In his mis 


He leaves fora 


ratory habits he differs from 


[( ictobe z. 


the European Wren, which is a constant 
resident in his native regions. 

Our American birds, like the Ameri- 
can flowers, have not been celebrated in 
classic song. They are scarcely known, 
except to our own people, and they have 
not in general been exalted by praisc 
above their real merits. We read, both 
in prose and verse, the praises of the 
European Lark, Linnet, and Nightin- 
gale, and the English Robin Redbreast 
has been immortalized in song. But the 
American Robin, (Turdus migratorius,) 
though surnamed Redbreast, is a bird 
of different species and different habits. 
Little has been written about him, and 
he enjoys but little celebrity; he has 
never been puffed and overpraised, and, 
though universally admired, the many 
who admire him are diffident all the 
while, lest they are mistaken in their 
judgment and are wasting their admira- 
tion upon an object that is unworthy 
of it, and whose true merits fall short of 
their own estimate. 

I shall not ask pardon of those crities 


it genius— 


who are always canting about 





and who would proba a deny this eift 
to-the Robin, because he « mnot cry like 
a chicken or squall like a cat, and be- 
cause with his charming strains he does 
not mingle all sorts of discords and in- 
congruous sounds—for assicning to the 
Robin the highest rank asa singing-bird. 


Let them say of him, in the « ant of mod- 


ern criticism, that his performances can- 
noi I creat, because they ar: faulth _ i 


it is enough for me, that his mellow notes, 
heard at the earliest flush of morning, in 
the more busy hour of noon, or the quiet 


1] 4 . ° 
lull or evening, come upon the ea ina 





stream of unqu 
had learned to sing under the direct in- 


struction of that beautiful Dryad who 


taught the Lark and the Nightingak 
The Robin is surpassed by certai 

in some particular qualities. ‘The Mock- 
ing | has more power, the Red T sh 





variety, the Vesper-bird more exe- 
cution, and the Bobolink more anima- 
tior but eacl t the irds has m« 


faults than the Robin, and would be less 
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as a constant companion, a vo- 
calist for all hours, whose strains never 
tire and never offend. 


are thousands who admire the 





g-bird, because, after pouring forth 


a continued stream of ridiculous and dis- 
- 


agreeauie 


yunds, or a series of two or 


ited more than a hun- 


three notes repe 

dred times in uninterrupted and monot- 

onous succession, he condescends to utter 
5 


. inal ] fill 
a singie delichtfull 


y modulated strain. 


He often brings his tiresome extravaqan- 
zas to a magnificent climax of melody, 
and just as often concludes an inimitable 
} with ; ' -onte tible bat} 

chant with a most con empt Die bathos. 
But the notes of the Robin are all melo- 
dious, all delightful,«toud without vocif- 


. 1 *) . 
eration, mellow withoat monotony, ter- 


vent without ecstasy, and combining 
more of mellowness of tone, plaintive- 
ness, cheerfulness, and propriety of ex- 


- other bird. 





ion, tl n those of 





l' Robin is the Philomel of our 


spring and summer mornings in New 


England, and in all the country north 
and west of these States. Without his 
Swe I 3 I rnings would be like 
a vernal | is upe without flows rs, or a 
summer-evening sky without tints. He 
is the chief performer in the delightful 
anthem that welcomes the rising day. 
Of the hers, the best are but accom- 
paniments of more or less importance. 


Remove the Robin from this woodland 
orchestra, 1 it would be left without 


a soprano. Over all the northern paris 
of this continent, wherever there are any 
human settlements, these birds are nu- 


merous and familiar. There is probably 


not an orchard in all New England that 


is not supplied with several of these mu- 
sic jans. When we cor sider the millions 
thus dist: ited over this broad country, 


we can imagine the sublimity of that 


chorus which, from the middle of April 





until the last of J ¥y, must daily ascend 
to | om t V es of these bir is, 
not one m of which is silent, on any 
pk isant morning, from the earliest flush 
of da nris 

In 1 ea morning-walk 
W f te recreations, and 
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never can I forget those delichtful matins 


that awaited me at every turn. Even 
then I wondered that so little admiration 
was expressed for the song of the Robin, 


who seemed to me to be worthy of the 





highest reg The Robin, when rear- 
ed in confinement, is one of the most af- 
fectionate and interesting of birds. His 
powers of song are likewise susceptibl 


Though not 


prone to imitation, he may be taught to 


of great improvement. 
sing tunes, and to imitate the notes of 
other birds. I have heard one whistle 
“ Over the water to Charlie” ; 


it could be played with a fife. 





this bird is so tractable, that I believe 


any well-directed efforts would neve 
fail of teaching him to sing any simpk 
nit lody. 

But what do we care about his power 
of learning artificial music ? Even if he 
could be taught to perform like a 1€8- 


tro, this would not enhance his value as 
a minstrel of the woods. 
} 


+ " 
birds Oniv as they a 





a state of nature It is the simplicity of 
the mos of bird ,a I have re 
marked, that constitutes their principal 





charm ; and were the 


in their nature as to relinquish their na- 
tive notes, and sing only tunes 1 ifter, 
we sl yuld li en to tl n W tl i ch 





indifference as to the 


the streets. 





} 
} a Pm ‘ “11 ; 
we ll as in the country vi g , are two 
little birds whose songs are heard daily 


ly, from the mi 


and hour 
the latter part of summer. These are 
the Warblin g itchers (} » guvus 
and V. olivacet 

ly ce signated as the War! ing Vireo, the 
second as the Red-eyed Vireo. The for- 


mer arrives about a week or ten days 





The first is common- 


earlier than the other, and becomes silent 
bal ‘ ] 
Like WIs¢ 1 somewhat ea eriod 
> 4} | 

Both species ve! t 1 thei 





habits, frequenting the villages in pref- 
erence to the woods, singing at all | IT's 
of the day, particularly at noon, taki 

all t] nsect prey from the leaves and 
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branches of trees, or seizing it as it flits 
by their perch, and amusing themselves, 
while thus employed, with oft-repeated 
fragments of song. Each builds a pen- 
sile nest, or places it in the fork of the 
slender branches of a tree. I have seen 
a nest of the Warbling Vireo placed less 
than fifteen feet from the ground, on a 
pear-tree, directly opposite the window 
of a chamber that was constantly occu- 
pied ; but the nests of both species are 


usually suspended at a_ considerable 





‘ight from the ground. 
T 
been described by the words, “ Brigadier, 


} 


radier, Bridget. 





he notes of the Warbling Vireo have 


They are few, sim- 


e, and melodious, and being often re- 





peated, they form a very important part 
of the sylvan musie of cultivated and 
thi kly-settl l places. It is difficult to 
obtain sight of this little warbler while he 
is singing, on account of his small size, 
the olive color of his plumage, and his 
habit of perching among the dense fo- 
liage of the trees. 

The Red-~ ye 1 Vireo is more general- 
ly known by his note, because he is par- 
ticularly vocal during the heat of the 
long summer-days, when other birds are 
comparatively silent. The modulation 


of his notes is similar to that of the cor 





mon Robin, but his tones are sharper, 
and he sings in a very desultory manner, 
leaving off very fr quently in the middle 
of a strain to seize a moth or a beetle. 
Singing, while he is engaged in song, 
never seems to be his sole employment. 
’ ird that warbles for us 


ummer, after almost all other 





1ave become silent, uttering his 
moderate notes, as if for his own amuse- 


ment, during all the heat of the day, 


from the trees by the roadsides and in 
our inclosures. We might then sup- 


pose him to be repeating very moder- 
ately the words, “Do you hear me? 
Do you see me?” with the rising inflec- 
in - 1 


tion of the voice, and with a pause alter 


eG : ; 
each sentence, as if he waited for an an- 


swer 
As m as the cherry-tree is in blos- 
} 1 | } ar +1 | 
som, and when the oak and the mapk 





[( )ctober, 


are beginning to unfold their plaited 
leaves, the loud and mellow notes of the 
Golden Robin (Icterus Baltimore ) are 
heard for the first time in the year. | 
have never known the birds of this spe- 
cies to arrive before this date, and they 
seem to be governed by the supply of 
their insect food, which probably becomes 
abundant simultaneously with the flower- 
ing of the orchards. These birds may 


from that time be observed di 


igently 
hunting among the branches and foliage 
of the trees, and they appear to make a 
particular examination of the blossoms, 
from which they obtain a great variety 
of flies and beetles that are lodged in 
them. While thus employed, the bird 


frequently utters his brief, but loud and 


melodious notes; but he sings, like the 


Vireo, only. while attending to the wants 


of life. Almost all remarkable singing- 


es ; : ’ 
birds, when warbling, give themselves up 
entirely to song, and pay no regard to 


other demands upon their time until they 
have concluded. But the Golden Robin 


} 


never relaxes from his indus 





mains stationed upon the branch of a 


tree for the sole purpose of sing 





sings, like an industrious maid-of-all- 
work, only while employed in the or- 
dinary concerns of life. 

The Golden Robin is said to in habit 
North America from Canada to Mexico; 


but there is reason to believe that the 


species is most abundant in the north- 
eastern parts of the continent, and that 


a greater number breed in the New Eng- 





land States than either south or west of 
i They are also more nu- 
merous in the suburbs of cities and towns 
than in the ruder and more primitive 
parts of the country. Their pee uliar 
manner of protecting their pensile 1 

by hanging them from the extremities of 
the lofty branches of an elm or other 
tall tree, enables the bird to rear its 
young with great security, even in the 
heart of the « ity. The only animals that 
‘ 


to reach their nests are th 


" LJ 
are abie 


smaller squirrels, which sometimes descend 
{ 


the long, slender branches upon wh 
13 
the Vv al Spt 1ded, and icvour t oo 
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This depredation I have never witness- 
ed: but I have seen the Red Squirrel de- 

end in this manner to devour the crys- 
alis of a certain insect, which was rolled 
up in a leaf. 

The ways and manners of the Golden 
Robin are very interesting. He is re- 
markable for his vivacity, and his bright 


plumage renders all his movements con- 





spicuous. His plumage needs no des ‘rip- 
tion, since every one is familiar with its 


lore 
colors 


» as they are seen like flashes of 





fire among the trees. The bird derives 
its specific name (Baltimore) from the 
resemblance of its colors to the livery of 
Lord Baltimore of Maryland. The name 


of a bird ought to have either a sylvan 


in. This has neither. I 











prefer, therefore, the common and ex- 


pressive name of Golden Robin. 





bird is sUuDDOSE l to possess con- 


siderable power of musical imitation. Still 


it may be observed that in all cases he 
gives the notes of those birds only whose 
v yi e resembles his own. Thus, he otten 
repeats the song of the Red-bird, but in 
doing this he varies his own notes no 
more tl 


1an he might do without meaning 





th he repeats but 


any initavion. 








few notes, he utters m with great va- 
riety of modulation. Sometimes for sev- 
eral days he confines himself to a single 
strain, and afterwards for about an equal 
space of time he will adopt another strain. 
Sometimes he | thens his brief notes 


into an extended melody, and sings in a 


rt of ecstasy, like the birds of the Finch 


tribe. Such musical paroxysms are ex- 
‘ ly rare in his case, and seem to 
be occasioned by some momentary exul- 
| on 


The Gelden Robin rears but one brood 


f vo ne in tl nart of the country, and 
is cheerful notes are discontinued soon 
r the young have left their nest. The 
¢ of the old bird seems after this peri- 
| hardly 1 y to the offspring, who 
} ip an sant chirping from the 
nent of leaving their nest until they 
T ’ the old ones to 
tire in the lat- 

I remarkabl 
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that, after a perfect silence of two or 
three weeks after this time, the Golden 
Robins suddenly make their appearance 
again for a few days, uttering the same 
merry notes with which they hailed the 


arrival of summer. They soon dis 





pear again, and before autumn arrives 
they make their annual journey to the 
South, where they pass the winter. 
There is no singing-bird in New Eng- 
land that enjoys the notoriety of the 
Bobolink (Icterus agripe nis). He is 
like a rare wit in our social or political 
circles. Everybody is talking about him 
and quoting his remarks, and all are de- 
lighted with his company. He is not 
without great merits as a songster; but 
he is well known and admired, because 
he is showy, noisy, and flippant, and sings 
only in the open field, and frequently 
so that every- 


while poised on the win 


body who hears him can see him, and 
know who is the author of the strain 
that afford him so much delight. He 


sings also at broad noonday, when every- 


s 


body is out, and is seldom heard before 
sunrise, while other birds are pouring 
forth their souls in a united concert of 
praise. He waits until the sun is up, and 
when most of the early performers have 


become silent, as if determined to secure 





a good audience before exh 
powers. 

The Bobolink, or Conq edie, has un- 
questionably great talents as a musician. 
In the grand concert of Nature it is he 


who performs the recitative parts, which 





he delivers with the utmost fluency and 
rapidity ; and one must be a careful lis- 


tener, not to lose many of his words. He 


is plainly the merriest of all the feathered 
creation, almost continually in motion, 


and singing upon the wing, apparet 
in the greatest ecsta y ol 
There is not a plaintive strain in his 
whole performance. Every sound is as 
merry as the laugh of a young child; and 
one cannot listen to him without fancyi 


that he is indul 


lery of his comp inions. If we si Pl 


im to be making love, we ¢ ] 
um I g ; 
pon him as very deeply « Ly 
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rather as highly delighted with his spouse, 
and overflowing with rapturous admira- 
tion. The object of his love is a neatly 
formed bird, with a mild expression of 
countenance, a modest and amiable de- 
portment, and arrayed in the plainest 
apparel. It is evident that she does not 
pride herself upon the splendor of her 
costume, but rather on its neatness, and 
on her own feminine graces. She must 
be entirely without vanity, unless we sup- 
pose that it is eratified by observing the 
pomp and display which are made by her 
partner, and by listening to his delightful 
eloquence of song: for if we regard him 
as an orator, it must be allowed that he 
is unsurpassed in fluency and rapidity of 
utterance ; and if we regard him only as 
a musician, he is unrivalled in brillianey 
of exer ution. 


Vain are all attempts, on the part of 





other birds, to imitate his truly; 
style. The Mocking-bird gives up the 
attempt in despair, and refuses to sing at 
all when confined near one in a cage. I 
cannot look upon him as ever in a very 


serious humor. He seems to be a lively, 


jocular little fellow, who is always jesting 


and bantering, and when half a dozen 
different individuals are sporting about 
in the same orchard, I often imagine that 
they might represent the persons drama- 
tized in some comic opera. These birds 
never remain stationary upon the bough 
of a tree, singing apparently for their 
own solitary amusement; but they are 
ever in company, and passing to and fro, 
often commencing their song upon the 
extreme end of the bough of an apple- 
tree, then suddenly taking flight, and 
singing the principal part while balanc- 

| 


ing themselves on the wing. The mer- 


riest part of the day with these birds is 
the later afternoon, during the hour pre- 
ceding dewfall, and before the Robins 
and Thrushes commence their evening 
hymn. Then, assembled in company, it 
would seem as if they were practising a 
cotillon upon the wing, each one singing 
to his own movements, as he sallies forth 
and returns,—and nothing can exceed 
their apparent merriment. 


[ October, 


The Boboli 


warbling just after sunrise, when the Rob- 





usually commences his 


in, having sung from the earliest dawn, 
brings his performance to a close. Na- 
ture seems to have provided that the se- 
rious parts of her musical entertainment 
in the morning shall first be heard, and 
that the lively and comic strains shall 
follow them. In the evening this order 
is reversed; and after the comedy is con- 
cluded, Nature lulls us to meditation and 
+] 





repose by the mellow notes of the little 
Vesper-bird, and the pensive and still 
more melodious strains of the solitary 
Thrushes. 

In pleasant, sunshiny weather, the 
>) 


¥e 
200011N 


k seldom flies without singing, 
often hovering on the wing over the 
place where his mate is sitting upon 
her ground-built nest, and pouring forth 
his notes with great loudness and flu- 
en The Bobolink is one of our so ial 


bir 


the footsteps of man, and multiply with 


y. 
ls, one of those species that follow in 


the progress of agriculture. He is not 
a fre juenter of the woods ; he seems to 
have no taste for solitude. He loves the 
orchard and the mowing-field, and many 
are the nests which are exposed by the 
scythe of the haymaker, if the mowing 
be done early in the season. Previ- 
ously to the settlement of America, these 
birds must have been comparatively rare 
in the New England States, and were 
probably confined to the open prairies 
and savannas in the northwestern terri- 


tory. 


THE O’LINCON FAMILY. 


A flock of merry singing-birds were sporti 
in the grove; 
Some were warbli 


making love: 





Tl ‘ bolincon, Wadolincon, W r- 
ble, Conqued = 
A livelier set was never led by tabor, r 
fiddle,— 





mn, 
Down among the tickletops, hiding in the but- 


tercups! 
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4 
his I know the saucy chap, > his shining cap With a “ Phew, shew, Wadolincon! listen to 
R I . . ° r to > 3 . 
v0OD- Bobbing in the clover the y7see, see, SEC: me, Bob 1con i 
uwn, Happy’s the wooing that’s speedily doing: 
Na- Up flies Bobolincon, perching on an apple-tree, that’s speedily doing, 
Startled by his ri s song, quickened by his That's merry and over with the bloom of the 
e se- } 3 
raillery. clover! 
ened Soon he spies the rogue afloat, curvetting in Jobolincon, Wadolincon, Winterseeble, follow, 
and tha air follow me!” 
shall And merrily he turns about, and warns him 
rder to beware! Oh, what a happy life they lead, over the hill 
con- “Tis you that would a-wooing go, down and in the mead! 
7 a tl hes O! How they sing, and how they play! See, they 
Di < flowers are cheery,—wait fly away, away! 
a week, and, ere you marry, Now they gaumbol o’er the cleariz g,—off again, 
Be sure of a house wherein to tarry! and then appearing; 
Wadolink, Whiskodink, Tom Denny, wait, Poised aloft on quivering wing, now they soar, 
wait, wait! ” and now they sing:— 
“ We must all be merry and moving; we must 
Everv one’s a funny fellow; every one’s a lit- all be happy and loving; 
, tle mellow; For when the midsummer has come, and the 
wand Follow, f , follow, follow, o’er the hill and grain has ripen r, 
upon in t v! The haymakers sc: young, and we 
forth Merrily, 1 , there they hie; now they mourn for tl year. 
flu- ris i now they fly; Then Bobolincon, ‘on, Winterseeble, 
_ They cross a urn, and in and out,and down haste, haste, away!’ 
ocial ie : . 
. in the middle, and wheel about,— 
yW in 
with 
not SONG OF THE SONG-SPARROW, AND ITS VARIATIONS. 
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Note.—The notes marked guttural seem to me to be performed by a rapid triiling of these notes with 
their octave. It should be added,that no bird sings constantly in so regular time as is represented above, 


and the intervals between the high and low notes are very irregular. Both the time and the tune are ia 
great measure ad libitum. 


SONG OF THE LINNET. (fringilia purpurea.) 
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SONG OF THE ROBIN. 


Shrill. 
ean 





(Turdus migratorius.) 


Shrill. 
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Another — Flexibly modulated, as if pronouncing the words below. 


—~ 


see ed ea . 


eee bear peas #4 —,_ 
lu lu lu, tu lu lu, tulu lu, too loo. 





Girectertectest rer ee 


in is continually varying his notes ; 
theme upon which he constructs his me lody. 


Sete rees 








s0 that the two specimens, as given above, may be 


SONG OF THE WARBLING VIREO. (V. Galvus.) 
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SONG OF THE GOLDEN ROBIN. (Icterus Baltimore.) 
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THE OLD WELL. 


On a bright April morning many 
years ago, a stout, red-faced old gentle- 


} 


nan, Geoltre y Purcill, followed by sew 


il workmen bearing shovels and pick- 
xes, took his way to a little knoll on 
which stood a wide-spreading chestnut- 
ree. When they reached the top of the 
knoll, the old man paused a moment and 
then struck his gold-headed cane upon 


the ground at some little distance from 
the trunk of the tree, saying, “ Dig here.” 


The workmen looked at each other 
and then at their master. 

“It would be useless to dig a well here, 
Sir,” said one of the workmen, very re- 
spectfully,—* no water would ever come 
into it.” 

“Who asked for your opinion ?” in- 
quired Geoffrey, in an angry tone. “ Do 
as I bid you;—the well shall be digged 
here, and water shall come into it.” 

The man ventured no further remon- 
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strance ; he took off his jacket, and struck 

his pickaxe into the hard, dry soil near 

the point where the cane rested. 
Geoffrey Purcill was a choleric old 


gentleman, who, having had his own way 


all his life, was by no means inclined to ° 


forego that privilege now that he was ad- 
vanced in years. As he sat beneath the 
chestnut-tree, one warm spring day, he 
felt very thirsty, and he suddenly thought 
what a good thing it would be to have a 
well there, so that he might refresh him- 
self with a draught of clear, cool water, 
without the trouble of returning to the 
house. The more thirsty he grew, the 
pleasanter seemed the project to him,— 
a large, deep well, neatly stoned, with a 
sweep and buckets,—it would be a pretty 
object to look at, as well as comfort to man 
and beast. The well should be digged 
forthwith, and what Geoffrey Purcill once 
resolved upon he was not slow to execute ; 
and, despite the remonstrances of those 
who knew better than he, the work was 
commenced at once. 

A more unpromising place for a well 
could not have been selected in all his 
extensive grounds: but he was not a man 
to be patiently baffled even by Nature 
herself, and he stood looking with grim 
satisfaction at the hole which rapidly 
widened and deepened under the vigor- 
ous efforts of his sturdy workmen. 

Day after day old Geoffrey watched 
his workmen on the knoll. The well in- 
creased in size till it was large enough to 
have watered a whole caravan,—but the 


desert of Sahara itself was not drier. 





Geoffrey fumed, raved, and swore; and 
when two of the men were killed by the 
falling of the earth, and the rest absolute- 
ly refused to work any longer, he bade 
them go, a pack of ungrateful scoundrels 
as they were, and, procuring more labor- 
ers, declared “ he would dig there till the 
Devil came to fetch him.” 

Geoffrey was as good as his word ;—he 
labored with a pertinacity worthy of a 
better object, and dug deeper into the 
bowels of the earth, and partly stoned 
his well,—but no water, save that which 
fell from heaven, ever appeared in it. 
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And when old Geoffrey was gather- 
And wl ld Geoffrey t 

ed to his fathers, he left his house and 
grounds to his only daughter, Eleanor 


Purcill, on the express condition that 
the well was not to be filled up, but to 
remain open till water did come into it. 


One July day, when Geoffrey Purcill 





had been some twenty years with his fa- 
thers, or with Satan, (which two destinies 
might have been one and the same, aft 
all, for he came of a turbulent, wick« 
race,) two children, a boy and girl, sat or 
the brink of the well and looked down 
into it. 

It was half filled with the rubbish of 


7 


the fallen stones, but it was still deep, and 


dark enough to tempt their cu 


into trying to discover what lay hidden 


ious eyes 


in its shadowy depths. The great chest- 


nut-tree, rich with drooping, feathery 
blossoms, shaded them from the i 
sun,—a few stray beams only fi ding 
way through the glossy leaves, and rest- 
ing on the golden curls of the girl. 

The boy leaned over the well, and 
peered into it ;-—the little cirl bent for- 
ward, as if to do the same, but drew back 
again. 

“Take hold of my hand, Mark,” s id 
she, “ and let me lean over as you do.” 

“ What do you want to look in for?” 
asked the boy, —‘ there is nothi: y to see 





Oh, yes,” continued he, mischievously, 
“there is a horrid dragon, just such as 


hl ] 
ai curled 


St. George fought with, lyn 


up in the bottom of the well, with fire 
and smoke coming out of his mouth.” 

fosamond Purcill was too true a de- 
scendant of old Geoffrey to be frightened 
at the thought of a dragon. She caug! 
hold of Mark’s arm to steady herself, and 
leaned over the well. 

“ Let me see! let me see!” cried she, 
eagerly. 

Mark made one or two feints of push- 
ing her in, but at last held her firmly 
the waist, while she looked in vain 
the fabulous monster below. 

“Where is he, Mark? I don’t see 
anything, and I don’t believe you saw 
him.” 




















The 


Mark ;—“ there, 


“ Oh, yes, I did,” said 
1 see the end of his tail sticking 


don’t you 
out from under the largest stone ? May-be 
he has had one little 

and don’t care 


luncheon, or else he 


breakfast 


eirl for 


this morning, about 


an- 
other for would 
spring up after you, and gobble you up 
in a minute.” 


Mark! Aunt Eleanor 


re no dragons, nor ever were.” 


r 
L 


‘Pooh!” retorted Mark, contemptu- 
Eleanor has not seen ev- 


is to be seen in the 





head was bent 





1e well, somewhat puzzled which to 
believe, Aunt Eleanor or Mark, but half- 


inclined to credit Mark’s eyes rather than 


Aunt Eleanor’s words 
“Do you think that can 





scales ?” asked she, pointin 
niece of tin whi 


1 


h glittere 


+} + 
im among the stones, 


M ark’s eyes followe l the direction of 


her finger, and he was about to declare 
that it must be a scale that the dragon 
had scraped off his back, wriggling among 
the stones, whe oth children were start- 





voice ca 


led by a loud 


are you doing, children ? 


ling out, “ What 
You will fall 


into the well and break your good-for- 





nond drew back, 


a 


saw a young man, their brother Bradford, 


> 
LOSE 





and 


with a basket and a fishing-rod in his 
hand, coming up the knoll. 
“Why are you here, Mark ?” asked 


he. “ Aunt Eleanor thinks it a danger- 
ous place, and has forbidden you to play 
“™ 


nere. 
Mark looked up at his brother. “I 
said he, sturdily, 


come, 





y, “for that very 
reason, — because I am told not to. I 
won't mind Aunt Eleanor, nor any other 
woman.” 

Bradford shook his head and burst ou 
intoalaugh. “J ; 
he, with a serious, comical air, “ it will do 


very well for vou to tal 





k,—you will find 


out, sooner or later, that all men have to 





do just what women wi 
Mark opened his incredulous eyes, and 
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inwardly resolved that this should never 
be the 


with him; and considering 


case 


that Bradford was only eighteen, it is 
should 


gained so much wisdom, either by 


somewhat remarkable that he 
have . 
observation or experience, at so early 
an age. 


“* Mark 


“that there is a dragon at the bottom of 


says,” chimed in Rosamond, 
the well; and I want to see him.” 

“ A dragon ?” cried Bradford,—* Mark 
is a story-teller, and you are a goose ;— 
but if there is one, I will catch him for 
you” ;—and he stood on the brink of the 
well, and sportively threw his line into it. 

‘** You are a pretty fellow to talk about 
catching a dragon, Brad!” retorted Mark, 
a little nettled at the tone in which Brad- 
ford spoke of him,—“ you can’t 
and he 


Bradford’s empty basket. 


even 


eatch a shiner!” — glanced at 


Bradford laughed louder than before. 
“ And 


cateh 


for that very reason I expect to 
the dragon. One kind of a line 
will not catch all kinds of fish; and this 
line may be good for nothing but dragons, 
Stand 


cried he, “thé dragon will 


after all.—There ! I’ve got a bite. 
back, Rosy,” 
be on the grass in a minute.” 

Bradford tried to pull up his line, but 
it was either entangled among the stones, 
or had some heavy object attached to it, 
for the rod bent beneath the 


he with a strong pull endeavored to draw 


we ight as 


up his prize. Rosamond’s eyes opened 


to their widest extent, and, fully expect- 


ing to see the dragon swinging wide- 


mouthed in the air over her head, drew 
a little closer to Mark, who, on his part, 


Bradford 


whether he was not playing some trick 


wondered what was at, and 
upon him. 

When the end of the line rose to the 
top of the well, they saw suspended by 
the two hooks, not a winged, scaly mon- 
ster, but a small rusty box, in the fasten- 
ings of which the hooks had caught. 
breath,—* Is 


I am so sorry! I 


tosamond drew a long 
that all, Bradford ? 
thought, to be sure, you had the dragon.” 
eried 


he; “let us see what I have caught. 





ver mind the dragon, Rosy,” 





















































































Who knows but the purse of Fortunatus 
or the slipper of Cinderella may be in 
here ?—they have been lost for many a 
day, and nobody knows where they are.” 


Bradford knelt down on the grass, and, 


unhooking his line, strove to undo the . 


rusty hasp; but it resisted all the efforts 
of his fingers, and it was only by the aid 
of a knife and a stone that he opened 
the box. In it was a morocco case, 
much discolored, but still in tolerable 
preservation, from which he drew a small 
manuscript book. 

Rosamond’s disappointment was great- 
er than before. “It is nothing but a 
writing-book, after all,” said she “I 
wish you had not said anything about the 
purse or slipper, and then I should never 
have thoueht of them. You never heard 
anybody say where they thought the 
purse and slipper were hid,—did you ?” 

“ Come, Rosy,” cried Mark, “ come 
down to the meadow; there is nothing 
more to be got out of the old well. Let 
us leave Brad alone with his book and 
his fish.” 

The children turned away towards the 
meadow, — Rosamond meditating upon 
the probability of her ever finding the 
purse and slipper, if she should ever set 
out in quest of them, and Mark thinking 
what a fool such a big fellow as Bradford 
must be, to mind any woman that ever 
was born. 

Bradford took the box and the book to 
the chestnut-tree, and, stretching himself 
at full length in the shade, began to turn 
over the leaves. It was a journal, writ- 
ten in a delicate, graceful hand; and 
though the paper was somewhat yellow, 
and the ink faded, the writing was per 
fectly legible. Bradford looked at it, 
carelessly reading here and there a sen- 
tence, till his eye catching some familiar 
names, he opened it at the commence- 
ment, and read as follows :— 


“ December 31.—It is the last night of 
the old year. A few more steps, and the 
old year will have vanished into the great 
hall of the Past, where all the ages that 
ever have been are gathered. I have 
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been sitting the last hour by myself, and 
have fancied that time moved not with 
its usual swiftness,—that the old year lin- 
gered with a sad regret, as if loath to 
pass away and let the new come in. 
Even now the midnight clock is striking, 
—cleven, — twelve ;—the last flutter of 
the old year’s robe is out of sight, and the 
new year glides in with noiseless feet, 
like one who enters the chamber of the 
dead. These are but melancholy fancies ; 
—because I am sad myself must I put all 
the world in mourning? The old year 
did not linger ;—it is only I that am loath 
to go. Ihave been so happy here, that 
the prospect of spe nding the coming year 
with Cousin Eleanor fills my mind with 
sad forebodings ;—and yet my childish re- 
membrances of her h ive in them nothing 
unpleasant. I think of her as a grave, 
quiet woman, who never strove to attract 
and win the love of a child. How] shall 
miss the life and gayety, the jests and 
laughter of Madge and Bertha! Madge 
the more, because she is so full of whims 
and oddities. To-night she came into 
my room, and brought this little book for 
me to write a journal of all that befell me 
while I was gone, making me promise to 
write often in it. Not that she ever wish 
ed to see it again. Heaven forbid that 
she should ever be so cruelly punished 
as to be made to read anybody’s jour- 
nal !—least of all such a stupid one as 
mine must be, shut up with Cousin Elea 
nor !—but she thought that I could never 
draw the book from the case (she had 
chosen one that fitted very tightly, and 
would give me much trouble for that 
very reason) without thinking of her;— 
and to be thought of often by her friends 
she confesses she is weak enough to wish. 
—Dear Madge, I could not forget her, if 
I would. The book just fits in a little 





japanned box that belonged to my grand- 


mother, in which she used to keep rouge 
and pearl-powder. I will keep it in that, 
and remember my promise to Madge. 

“ February 21.—The journey is over, 
and I am at Cousin Eleanor’s. How the 
evils that we dread shrink into nothing 


when we fairly meet them! Cousin 
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If, and Eleanor received 1 ndly, and look- would hunt down an idea through all 


rt witl ed nei cold as my its turnings and windings, as if it were a 
sar lin- memory, as ‘ by my imagination, hare, and she a dog in chase of it! A 
vath to had pict l l a ring at the door:—I hope it may be some 


I human body that will make Cousin Elea- 

















‘ y ‘Y- nor open her lips at last. 
tter of window, and looking at the bare branch- “ March 1.—The blots on the opposite 
nd the es of the black ash-trees, as they spread page show with what haste I shut up n y 
s feet, out their rk against the winter journal yesterday. The ring at the door 
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“¢Ts any one in the library with Miss 
Purcill ?’ asked she. 

«“*¢ Yes,—a Mr. Lee.’ 

“¢Mr. Lee ?’ exclaimed she, in sur- 
prise. ‘I did not know as he was ex- 
pected home now.’ 

“Who is Mr. Lee ?’ 

“¢He is the gentleman whom Miss 
Purcill is to marry; but I thought he was 
not coming till autumn. I wonder if she 
knew it.’ 

“What Eleanor knows she always 
keeps to herself; none of her household 
are any the wiser for it. I was more sur- 
prised than Mrs. Bickford. Eleanor af- 
fianced! I never thought or dreamed of 
such a thing. Eleanor in love must be a 
curious spectacle. I did not feel sleepy 
any longer. What could a woman, so 
independent, so self-relying, so sufficient 
for herself, want of a lover? She always 
seemed to be a whole, and did not need 
another half to complete herself. I spec- 
ulated much on the subject, and, when the 
bell rang for tea, went down-stairs with 
something of the same feeling of eager 
curiosity with which I open the pages of 
a good novel. There is nothing so in- 
teresting to idle, observant people as a 
pair of lovers, provided they are not silly, 
in which stage they are perfectly unbear- 
able, and never should suffer themselves 
to be seen even by their intimate friends. 
Was it my fancy, or not? I thought El- 
eanor had grown young since I left the 
library. <A soft light beamed in her eyes, 
and a clear crimson—the first trace of 
color I had ever seen in her face—burn- 
ed on her cheek. It was a very differ- 
ent countenance from that at which I 


1 


had been casting sidelong glances half 
the day, and yet it seemed to me that 
she was ashamed of these signs of joy 
and thought it but a weakness to feel so 
glad. I sat silent nearly all the evening ; 
—words alw ys come more rt adily to 
my pen than to my lips, and, were it not 
so, there would have been no occasion 
for any speech of mine. Their conver- 


like a 





sation flowed on uninterruptedly, 
full, free river, whose current is strong 


and deep. How much richer both their 
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lives seemed than mine! 


He had travel- 
led, thought, seen, and felt so much, and 
had broughtysuch wealth home with him, 
fitly coined into aptly chosen words; and 
she had gathered treasures as priceless 
from the literature of her own and for- 
eign lands. I had nothing to offer either 
of them but my ears, and for those I 
doubt whether they felt grateful,—and 
when that doubt became a certainty, I 
crept into the great window in the draw- 
ing-room, and looked out upon the lawn. 
The moon, breaking through the clouds, 
shone brightly on the new-fallen snow. 
I sat down on a low chair,—the curtains 
fell about me,—their voices came to me 
with a low, dreamy sound,—TI leaned my 
head on my hand, and fell asleep. When 
I awoke, the fire had died away, and the 
chairs were empty. 

“ March 20.— Mr. Lee comes every 
day. His father lives only a few miles 
from us,—a distance so short as to be 
no obstacle to a lover with a good horse; 
se could speak, 


the distance either less 








ie 
though I suspect, if the h 
he would w 

or greater. These midnight rides must 


be detrimental to the constitution of a 








r horse, and he often wakes me up 


at night, pawing impatiently under the 
I I : 





window while his master is making his 
lingering adieux on the door-step 

“ Anrill eanor! every 

day. I know not why, unless because I 
watch her so closely When Mr. Le 

not he s] works as lustriouslv S 

ve 

] 

” 

7 

l 

) 

re 

r- 

a 

, 

people must love according to their own 


nature and temperament, and not after 





another’s pattern. hinge that frets 
me most just now is the way that Eleanor 
has of divini my thoughts before they 
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are spoken, and even before they are 
quite clear to myself. Sometimes, when 
we are talking together, some subject 
comes up on which I do not care to ex- 
press my opinion. Eleanor fixes her clear, 
penetrating eyes upon me, and drags my 
thought out in 


o the light, just as a king- 


fisher pounces upon and pulls a fish out 





water. Had I anything to conceal, 


any secret, I should be 


any secret, afraid of her ; and 
as it is, I do not like this invasion of my 


perso! 


ingdom,—though my thoughts 





and beauty 





nor’s strong and vigorous lan- 
Last evening, Mr. Lee, Eleanor, 


and myself were turning over the prints 





lio. We paused at one, 
| car into the Wilder- 
ness. ‘The artist had represented Hagar 


from the door of the tent 





bottle of water; 





Sarah in 





ith a triumphant face 
exulted at th driv out of the bond- 


merit 





as a work of Art; but in Hagar’s face was 
such a look of despair 
: : 
ness, as she turned tow 
the last time. tl > 
tears. Id » Deas thn 
t was t ( 





} ‘ ‘] 1 
child 2? 

«6 Yes id I. short] 
voked tha } Lha 
face. 

_— a 
It al I 1d} 
as rel ] 
she 1 | you 
} ‘ 3 } » bh mis- 
t lv ld I ess feel 
col on f I love of a long 
lif micht w le t] na on of 
a few 1 I 1 Sarah, itemned by 
lice Seeelh ale of ae 
than H I ; 

“1 wa bout t that Sarah was 


more to blame for Hagar’s conduct than 
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she was herself, when Mr. Lee observed 
‘that Al 


than either of them, for he was unable or 





‘aham was more to be pitied 
unwilling to protect either of the women 
whom he loved,— his wife from the con- 
tempt of her bondmaid, or the bondmaid 
from the fury of his ‘ 

“T fancied 
like this remark, 





Eleanor did not exactly 
for she turned to the 
next print hastily and began comment- 
ing upon it. 


“ May 6.—The 


beautiful 


eroves and fields are 


with the fresh beauty of the 


early spring. We have given up our 
winter occupations for long rambles on 
the hills and in the woods. I sometimes 
. ’ ea 
lovers’ walks: 


decline being a third in the 


but Eleanor seems so dissatisfied, if I re- 


I consent, 


1 often, and have learned 


fuse to accompany them, that 


lagging behin« 





to be both blind and deaf as oc« asion re- 
Mr. Lee is not 
me with them. He and 
Eleanor have been | 


years, and I sometimes 





, too, t 


sepal ited for three 


wonder if they 


had read it she 
f the « ese 








cr l hone Thornton will consider 
you under his ¢ re and protection.’ 
} I 
é“ She rox s sl spoke, and went to- 
I 





—— 
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In a few 


dressed in a gray travel 
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minutes she appe red iwain, 


lling-dress, 





me lightly on the cheek, and bade me 


good-bve. 


All her preparations for this 


long journey had been made without any 


hurry or confusion, and she did not ap- 


parently 
: ; 


lone as I shoul l to have gone by myself 


I 
feel so gitated or nervous at 
ht of travelline this distan 





to the nearest town. Why Thornton did 
not ny her. whether he could not 
or she did not wish it, I do not know; 1 
ie weed | her at th l 
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I would not be so cowardly as to fear to 
see Eleanor again, and perhaps it would 
be better for us both to meet in the pres- 
ence of a third person. 

“ Mrs. Bickford was alone at the table. 
‘Miss Purcill would not come down to- 
night,—she was fatigued with her jour- 
ney.’ 

“ The good lady strove to entertain me 
with her conversation, but, finding that I 
neither heard, answered, nor ate, our 
meal was soon brought to a close. It is 
long past midnight. I have thought till I 
am sick and giddy with thinking. I can- 
not sleep, and have been writing here to 
control the wildness of my imaginings. 
I have been twice to Eleanor’s chamber. 
The door is half ground-glass, and I can 
see her black shadow as she walks to and 
fro across the room. She has been walk- 
ing so ever since she entered it. 

“ October 4.— What shall I do? 
Where shall I go? All night and all day 
Eleanor has walked her chamber-floor. 
I have been to the door. I have knock- 
ed. I have called her by name. I have 
turned the handJe,—the door is locked. 
No answer comes to me,— nothing but 
the black shadow flitting across the panes. 
I sat down by the threshold and burst in- 
to tears. 

“ Mrs. Bickford found me there. ‘ Do 
not grieve so, Miss Elizabeth,’ said she, 
kindly. ‘It is dreadful, I know; but Miss 
Purcill walked the floor all night after her 
father died, and would admit no one t 
her room. She will be better to-morrow.’ 

“I shook my head. Could I believe 


that grief for the dead, and not sorrow 


) 


for the conduct of the living, moved her 
thus, I should be happy. Then I could 
offer consolation and sympathy ; but now, 
if I saw her, what could I say? Pity, 
sorrow for her grief, would be but idle 
words, which she would spurn with con- 
tempt,—and she would be right. There 
is but one thing left for me,—I must go 
from Ashcroft; then, perhaps, she and 
Thornton 
wide asunder, they cannot come together 
again. And do I wish it? Is not his 





But no, it cannot be; so 


love as much mine now as it ever was 


hers? Ah, how some words once spoken 
cannot be forgotten! Before me now is 
the little picture of Hagar, which Elea- 
nor had framed and hung in the library. 


_ Did she place it before my eyes as a 


warning to me? In Hagar’s fate I see 
my own; for even now I hear Eleanor 
asking if the passion of a few hours is 
to thrust aside the love of long years. 
The bondmaid will go ere she is driven 
out. But Thornton—I cannot, will not, 
see him again. He has written to me 
to-day, saying that he cannot come here, 
and asking me to meet him at the well 
to-morrow. By that time I shall be far 
on my way to Madge. He will wait for 
me, and I shall not come. How can I 
leave him thus? He will believe me 
heartless and cruel. I grieve even now 
for his pain and grief. He will think 
that I did not love, but only sported with 
him. How dearly I love him words can- 
not tell; and I go that his way may be 
smoother, and that in my absence he may 
find—peace at last. A little dried flower 
lies on the page that I turned. It is one 
of those that grew in the well, that I 
wore on my bosom one day, that he 
might see and know it, and chide me for 
having been there again. His chiding 
was sweeter to me than others’ praise. 
I will not be so unjust to myself. I will 
not go without one word. I jestingly told 
him once I would leave a token for him 
on the stone in the well when I went 
away from Ashcroft. I will put my jour- 
nal there. He will see the box and re- 
member it. He will learn that I have 
gone, and will know that I love, but that 
I leave and renounce him.” 


The remaining pages of the book were 
blank. Elizabeth Purcill’s journal was 
ended. Bradford was busy with conjec- 
tures. Why had not Thornton found 
and kept the journal intended for him? 
Had it fallen at once to the bottom of 
the well, and lain there for years, while 
he waited in vain for her coming or her 
token? Her departure had not brought 
Eleanor Purcill and Thornton Lee to- 
gether; for his aunt still remained un- 
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wedded, and he came every Sunday to 
the village church, with a sweet matron- 
ly-faced woman on his arm, and two chil- 
dren by his side. 

Bradford thrust the journal into his 
pocket, took up his fishing-rod and bas- 
ket, and sauntered towards the village. 
He thought he remembered the name of 
Elizabeth Purcill on a head-stone in the 
church-yard. He opened the little wick- 
et and went in. The setting sun threw 
the long shadows of the head-stones 
across the thick, rank grass. The sounds 
of the village children at play on the 
green came to his ear softened and mel- 
lowed by the distance. 

He turned towards the spot where, 

year after year, the Purcills had been 
gathered,—those who had died in their 
beds in their native town, and those who 
had perished in far-off climes, and whose 
bones had been brought to moulder by 
the old church-wall. He found the stone, 
and, bending down, read, “ Elizabeth 
Purcill, died Oct. 5th, 18—, aged 19.” 
sradford opened the journal and look- 
ed at the last date. She had died, then, 
the day after the journal was ended. But 
how, and where ? 

He sat down on the flat stone which 
covered his grandfather, and turned over 
the pages again, as if they could tell him 
more than he already knew. So absorbed 
was he, that he did not see a woman who 
a few minutes afterwards knelt down be- 
fore the same stone, and with a sickle 
began to cut away the weeds and grass. 

Bradford looked up at last, and, as the 
woman raised her head for an instant, 
saw that it was Mrs. Bickford. He ap- 
proached her and called her by name. 
She gave a little start, as she heard his 
voice. 

“ Why, Master Bradford, who would 
have thought of seeing you here at this 
time ?” 

3radford smiled. “ Whose grave is this 
that you are taking such pains to clear?” 

She pointed to the name with her sic- 
kle. 

“ Yes, I know all that that can tell me. 


But who was Elizabeth Purcill ?—what re- 
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lation was she to me ?—and how came she 
to die so young, and to be buried here ?” 

“ Why do you think I should know?” 
she replied. “ People often die young; 
and no matter where the Purcills die, 
they all wish to come here at last ;—that 
one died in Cuba,—that in France,—that 
in Greece,—and that at sea.” And she 
turned her hand towards them, as she 
spoke. 

Sut you do not care for their graves; 
look, how the grass and weeds nod over 
that tombstone ; and you would not clear 
this, unless you knew something about the 
girl that lies underneath it.” 

“Tt is an old story,” said she, with a 
sigh, “and I can tell you but little of it” 

She laid her sickle down on the cut 
grass and sat down by it. 

“Elizabeth Purcill was the daughter 
of your grandfather's brother, and there- 
fore your father’s cousin. Long as I have 
lived in the family, I never saw him ; for 
he went to India, while a young man, 
to seek a fortune, which was found too 
late to benefit either himself or his chil- 
dren. Elizabeth, his eldest daughter, was 
sent home for her education, and lived 
first with one of her kinsfolk, and then 
another, as her father’s whims or their 
convenience dictated. You remember, 
though so young, when your Aunt Elea- 
nor came to your father’s house on her 
way to your Uncle Erasmus in his last 
illness ?” 

Bradford nodded. 

“A little before that time Elizabeth 
Purcill came to Asheroft. She was a 
pretty, lively girl, and it was pleasant to 
see in our sober household one who had 
time to be-idle and could jaugh. Your 
Aunt Eleanor was always a busy woman, 
—busier then than she is now,—and had 
no time for mirth. Every servant in the 
house liked Miss Elizabeth for her sunny 
smile and her pleasant ways. Shortly 
afterwards, Thornton Lee came home. 
He had been three years in Africa, and 
he and your aunt were to be married 
in the autumn. 

“ When Miss Purcill went away, Mr. 


Lee remained, and came often to see 
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Miss Elizabeth. She had a winsome 
face, that few men could look upon and 
not love; and I sometimes thought, when 
I saw them together, how much better 
she was suited to Mr. Lee than your 
Aunt Eleanor, and wondered if he had 
not found it out himself. Your aunt was 
away a long time, and, by some mistake, 
the letter, saying that she was coming 
home, did not reach us till the d ry after 
her arrival. 

“Tt was a beautiful October afternoon. 
I had been gathering the grapes that 


t 


grew on the garden wall, and was carry- 
ing a basket of them to Miss Elizabeth, 
whom I had seen, half an hour before, 
with Mr. Lee, on the lawn. As I was 
crossing the hall, Miss Purcill, dressed 
in deep mourning, looking ghastly pale, 
entered the front door. I started as if 
I had seen a chost, and dropped my bas- 
ket. Miss Eleanor passed me quickly 
and went up-stairs. I spoke to her. She 
did not answer, but, entering her cham- 
ber, fastened the door behind her. 

“] looked out of the window. No one 
was on the lawn; but presently I saw 
Mr. Lee coming out of the stable, leading 
his horse. He mounted and was out of 
sight in an instant. Miss Elizabeth was 
nowhere to be seen. What had h ippened 
I could not tell. I could only guess. 

“Miss Elizabeth was the only one who 
came to tea, and her eyes were heavy 
and dull, and she seemed like one in a 
dream. That night was a wretched one 
to both. When I went to the library to 
see if the windows were fastened for the 
night, Miss Elizabeth sat by the smoulder- 
buried in her hands. 
I shut the door softly and left her, and till 
I slept I heard Miss Eleanor’s steps across 


her chamber-floor. 


ing fire with her face 





“ The day was no better than the night. 
Miss Purcill did not leave her room, and 
her cousin wandered about the house. as 
if her thouchts would not let her rest. 
Once I found her in tears at your aunt’s 
door, and tried to console her: but she 
shook her head impatiently, as if I could 
not understand the cause of her erief. 


“The next morning, while I was dress- 


[( )etober, 


ing, my niece Sally came to me in great 
haste, saying that Roger, the gardener, 
wished to see me at once I hurried on 
my clothes and went down. I knew 
by the man’s face that something dread» 


ful had happened ; but when he told me 
that he had been to the old well, and had 
found Miss Elizabeth lying dead at the 
bottom of it, I felt as if I was stunned 

‘T roused myself at last. Iran to Miss 


Purcill’s door. I shook it violently and 





called her by name. She can and open 
ed the door in her nicht-dress. some- 


how, I know not and cared not how. for 


it seemed to me that she had 








I med ing 
to do with all this, I told h that her 
Co Elizabeth was lyine dead at the 
bottom of the old SI staggered 
and leaned against the door like one who 
had received a heavy blow. For a1 ent 
I repented my ro But she w 

soon herself ag S! st her feet 
into her slippe ind, wrapping her dress 
ing-or wn about ! if vn- and 
CAVE tions Iml nd “- 
ly as were (Heaven help her!) or- 
dering a dinner for tl ) to bring 
the body home. Ah, me! I never shall 
forget how the poor hing looked when 
the four men who bor litt set it 
down on the library-fl Al se on 
the t mple showed where he had r k 
on the cruel stones. The hoarfrost ich 





had turned into drops of dew, elittered 











nor he st brow 
n gathering 
: 

rge drops 
l, she lay in 
offin. I 
with w h 
1 which 
death into 
pl them 

ned , 
10 of the coffin, 
ilmost as m s the form v it 
I had fini tas! 1 ed away, 
when the door opened and Mr. Lee came 


in silently. A slicht shudder went throuch 
him, as he came to the coffin and bent 
over it. What a change | 1 three days 

} 


made in the man! Ten years would not 
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THE DEAD HOUSE. 


HERE once my step was quickened, 
Here beckoned the opening door, 

And welcome thrilled from the threshold 
To the foot it had felt before. 


A glow came forth to meet me 
From the flame that laughed in the grate, 
And shadows a-dance on the ceiling 
Danced blither with mine for a mate. 


“T claim you, old friend,” yawned the arm-chair,— 
“ This corner, you know, is your seat.” 

* Rest your slippers on me,” beamed the fender,— 

“T brighten at touch of your feet.” 


*“ We know the practised finger,” 
Said the books, “ that seems like brain “e 
And the shy page rustled the secret 


It had kept till I came again. 


Sang the pillow, “ My down once quivered 
On nightingales’ throats that flew 
Through moonlit gardens of Hafiz 


To gather quaint dreams for you.” 


Ah, me, where the Past sowed heart’s-ease, 
The Present plucks rue for us men! 

I come back: that scar unhealing 
Was not in the churchyard then. 


But, I think, the house is unaltered ; 
I will go and beg to look 

At the rooms that were once familiar 
To my life as its bed to a brook. 


Unaltered! Alas for the sameness 
That makes the change but more! 

*Tis a dead man IJ see in the mirrors, 
*Tis his tread that chills the floor! 


To learn such a simple lesson 
Need I go to Paris and Rome,— 

That the many make a household, 
But only one the home ? 


’T was just a womanly presence, 
An influence unexprest,— 





The Autocrat of the Bre ak-fast- Table. 


But a rose she had worn on my grave-sod 
Were more than long life with the rest! 


*T was a smile, ’twas a garment’s rustle, 
*T was nothing that I can phrase,— 
But the whole dumb dwelling grew consci 


And put on her looks and ways. 


Were it mine, I would close the shutters, 
Like lids when the life is fled, 

And the funeral fire should wind it, 
This corpse of a home that is dead. 


For it died that autumn morning 
When she, its soul, was borne 
To lie all dark on the hillside 


That looks over woodland and corn. 


THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE 
EVERY MAN HIS OWN BOSWELL. 


[I pip not think it probable that I travels. I am 
should hav great many more talks was when I made the Grand 7 
with our company, and refore I was cially in Italy. Memory is a 
anxious to get much as I could into finds it full of fish when he tal 


every conv ion. ‘That is the reason the brook; but a dozen miles of 

why you will find some odd, miscellaneous have run through it without sti 

facts here, which I wished to tell at least can prove some facts about travelling 
once, as I should not have a chance to astory or two. There are certain prin- 
tell them habitually, at our breakfast- ciples to be assumed,—such as 
table—We’re very free and easy, you He who is carried by hors 

know; we don’t read what we don’t with rogues.—To-day’s dinner 

like. Our parish i large, one can’ a larger visual angle than yesterday’s 
pretend t reach to all the pews at revolution. A mote in my eye is bi 
once. Besides, one can’t be all the time to me than the biggest of Dr. Gould’s 
trying to do the best of one’s best ; if private planets. — Every traveller 

a company works a steam fire-engine, — self-taught entomologist——Old jokes are 


the firemen needn’t be straining them- dynamometers of mental tension; an old 
selves all day to squirt over the top of joke tells better among friends travelli 


the flagstaff. Let them wash some of than at home —which shows that th 


those lower-story windows a little. Be- minds are in a state of diminished, rather 


sides, there is no use in our quarrelling than increased vitality. There was a 


now, as you will find out when you get story about “strahps to your pahnts,” 
through this paper. ] which was vastly funny to us fellows—on 

—tTravel, according to my experi- the road from Milan to Venice.—Celum, 
ence, does not exactly correspond to the non animum, — trav ellers change their 


idea one gets of it out of most books of guineas, but not their characters. Th 
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bore is the same, eating dates under the 
cedars of Lebanon, as over a plate of 
baked beans in Beacon Street.—Parties 
of travellers have a morbid instinct for 


establishing raws 


” upon each other.— 
A man shall sit down with his friend at 
the foot of the Great Pyramid and they 
will take up the question they had been 
talking about under “the great elm,” and 

ret all Egypt. When I was 


were all fighting 


about 


] riety of one fellow’s telling 
cument was 
to be a perf 
m, as prove 


luctio ad absurdum” 


rapid than the Rh 
times when Hannibal k 
its banks, and his ele phants tl 
into the y' 


pendulum 


llow waters over 
‘ ’ 
ferry-boat 


swinging back and forward every ten 
minutes ! 
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cences, with moral 
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or implied. 
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trl ’ Bell P nt hl} Ree £ 
LTIKnC luli in front, but ¢ miquery i 
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a scene or incident in wu 


han one in full COS- 


flood 
But 
about the 


not come. 

he fields } 

stumbled over a fragwent of broken ma- 
World’s Mistress 


meen 


sonry, and lo! the 
her stone orire 
rose before me and whitened my cheek 
with her pale shadow as never before or 
since. 

I used very often, when coming home 
from my morning’s work at one of 
public institutions of Paris, to stop in at 
the dear old church of St. I 
Mont. The 


rounded 


tablets, w 


ienne du 
tomb of St. Genevieve, sur- 
by burning candles and votive 


; there; the mural tablet of 


The Autocrat of the Brealkfust- Table. 


tanding out over the 


r¢ detober, 


Jacobus Benignus Winslow was there; 

there was a noble organ with carved fige 
oak~ 

Samson; and 

marvellous staircase 

thines I m 


emory, but not all of th 


ures; the pulpit was borne on the 

en shoulders of a stooping 

there was a 
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pressed me so much as an 
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studied the growth of this tree by its 
rings, and it is curious. Three hundred 
and forty-two rings. Started, therefore, 
about 1510. The thickness of the rings 
tells the rate at which it grew. For five 
or six years the rate was slow, — then 
rapid for twenty years. A little before 
the year 1550 it began to grow very 
slowly, and so continued for about seven- 
1620 it took a new start 
and grew fast until 1714; then for the 
most part slowly until 1786, when it 
started again and grew pretty well and 
uniformly until within the last dozen 


years, when it seems to have 


ty years. In 


got on 
sluggishly. 

Look here. human 
lives laid down against the periods of 


Here are some 


its growth, to which they corresponded. 
This is Shakspeare’s. 
en inches in diameter when he was born ; 
A little less 


than ten inches when Milton was born; 


The tree was sev- 
ten inches when he died. 
seventeen when he died. Then comes a 
long interval, and this thread marks out 
Johnson’s life, during which the tree in- 
creased from twenty-two to twenty-nine 
inches in diameter. Here is the span 
of Napoleon’s career ;—the tree doesn’t 
seem to have minded it. 

I never saw the man yet who was not 
startled at looking on this section. I have 
seen many wooden preachers,—never one 
like this. How much more striking would 
be the calendar counted on the rings of 
one of those awful trees which were stand- 
ing when Christ was’on earth, and where 
that brief mortal life is chronicled with 
the stolid apathy of vegetable being, which 
remembers all human history as a thing 
of yesterday in its own dateless exist- 
ence ! 

I have something more to say about 
elms. <A relative tells me there is one 
of great glory in Andover, near Brad- 
ford. I have some recollections of the 
former place, pleasant and other. [I 
wonder if the old Seminary clock strikes 
as slowly as it used to. My room-mate 
thought, when he first came, it was the 
bell tolling deaths, and people’s ages, as 


they do in the country. He swore— 
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(ministers’ sons get so familiar with good 
words that they are apt to handle them 
carelessly )—that the children were dying 
by the dozen, of all ages, from one to 
twelve, and ran off next day in recess, 
when it began to strike eleven, but was 
caught before the clock got through strik- 
ing.] At the foot of “the hill,” down in 
town, is, or was, a tidy old elm, which 
was said to have been hooped with iron 
to protect it from Indian tomahawks, 
(Credat Hahnemannus,) and to 


grown round its hoops and buried them 


have 
in its wood. Of course, this is not the 
tree my relative means. 

Also, I have a very pretty letter from 
Norwich, in Connecticut, telling me of 
two noble elms which are to be seen in 
that town. One hundred and twenty- 
seven feet from bough-end to bough-end ! 
What do you say to that? 
ladies beneath it, that love it and cele- 


And gentle 
brate its praises! And that in a town of 
such supreme, audacious, Alpine loveli- 
ness as Norwich !—Only the dear people 
there must learn to call it Norridge, and 
not be misled by the mere accident of 
spelling. 

Norwich. 

Porchmouth. 

Cincinnatah. 
What a sad picture of our civilization ! 

I did not speak to you of the great 

Colman 
farm, in Deerfield, simply because I had 


tree on what used to be the 
not seen it for many years, and did not 


But I had 


it in memory, and even noted down, as 


like to trust my recollection. 


one of the finest trees in symmetry and 
beauty I had ever seen. I have received 
a document, signed by two citizens of a 
neighboring town, certified by the post- 
master and a selectman, and these again 
corroborated, reinforced, and sworn to by 
a member of that extraordinary college- 
class to which it is the good fortune of 
my friend the Professor to belong, who, 
though he has formerly been a member 
of Congress, is, I believe, fully worthy 
of confidence. The tree “girts” eigh- 
teen and a half feet, and spreads over a 
hundred, and is a real beauty. I hope 
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to meet my friend under its branches yet; 
if we don’t have “ youth at the prow,” we 
will have “ pleasure at the ’elm.” 

And just now, again, I have got a let- 
ter about some grand willows in Maine, 
and another about an elm in Wayland, 
but too late for anything but thanks. 

[And this leads me to say, that I have 
received a great many communications, 
in prose and verse, since I began print- 
ing these notes. The last came this very 
morning, in the shape of a neat and brief 
I could not 
f them public, though some- 


poem, from New Orleans. 
make any 
times requested to do so. Some of them 
have given me great pleasure, and en- 
I had friends 
If you 
are pleased with anything a writer says, 


couraged me to believe 


whose faces I had never seen. 


and doubt whether to tell him of it, do 
not hesitate; a pleasant word is a cor- 
dial to one, who perhaps thinks he is 
tiring you, and so becomes tired himself. 
I purr ver} loud over a good, honest 
letter that says pretty things to me. | 
Sometimes very 


young persons 


send communications, which they want 


forwarded to editors; and these young 
persons do not always seem to have right 
conceptions of these same editors, and 
of the public, and of themselves. Here 
is a letter I wrote to one of these young 
folks, but, on the whole, thought it best 
not to send. It is not fair to single ont 
one for such sharp advice, where there 
are hundreds that are in need of it. 


DEAR Srr,—You 


what, but not a 


seem to be some- 
creat deal, wiser than I 
was at your age. I don’t wish to be un- 
derstood as saying too much, for I think, 
without committing myself to any opinion 
that I 
Solomon at that stage of development. 

You long to “leap at a single 
into celebrity.” t 


Nothing is so common- 


on my present ate, Was not a 


bound 


place as to wish to be remarkable. Fame 
usually comes to those who are thinking 
about something else,—very rarely to 
those who say to themselves, “ Go to, 
now, let us be 


The struggle for fame, as such, commonly 


a celebrated individual! ”*, 
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ends in notoriety ;—that ladder is easy to 
climb, but it leads to the pillory which is 
crowded with fools who could not hold 
their tongues and rogues who could not 
hide their tricks. 

If you have the consciousness of genius, 
do something to show it. The world is 
pretty quick, nowadays, to catch the 
flavor of true originality; if you write 
anything remarkable, the magazines and 
find the 
school-boys find out where the ripe ap- 


newspapers will you out, as 


ples and pears are. Produce anything 
really good, and an intelligent editor will 
jump at it. that 
any article of yours is rejected because 
Nothing 


pleases an editor more than to get any- 


on’t flatter yourself 


you are unknown to fame. 
thing worth having from a new hand. 
There is always a dearth of really fine 
articles for a first-rate journal; for, of a 
hundred pieces received, ninety are at 
or below the sea-level; some have water 
enough, but no head ; some head enough, 
but no water; only two or three are from 
full reservoirs, high up that hill which is 
so hard to climb. 

You may have genius. The contrary 
is of course probable, but it is not de- 

the world 
wants you more than you want it. It 


monstrated. If you have, 
has not only a desire, but a passion, for 
itself 
among us; there is not a bull-calf in our 


every spark of genius that shows 


national pasture that can bleat a rhyme 
but it is ten to one, among his friends and 
no takers, that he is the real, genuine, no- 
mistake Osiris. 

Quest ce quil a fait? 
That was Napole 


have you done ? 


What 


1’s test. 


has he 
What 
Turn up the faces of 
You need 


blic because it 


done ? 


your picture-cards, my boy ! 


not make mouths at the 


nl 
i 
y 


has not accepted you at 


valuation. Do 


yur own fancy- 
the prettiest thing you 
can and wait your time. 
For the verses you send me, I will not 
hopeles , 
I 


firm that they show promise. I am 


say they are s, and I dare not af- 
not 
an editor, but I know the standard of 
some editors. 


You must not expect to 


“leap with a single bound” into the so- 
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the maddet iis delusion all his days, 
and his very bones grow red with the 
glow of his lish fancy. One of these 
t . 

young brains is like a bunch of India 
crackers; once touch fire to it and it is 


best to keep hands off until it has done 





oppins, f it ever stops. I have two 
poppme I 
letters on fi ( is a pattern of adi 
tion, the other of impertinence. My re- 
ply to the fi containing the best ad- 
vice I « ld give, « veved in courter 
language, had b ht out the second. 
ne 

, 
oniy § S 
set it down as 
few ex eption 
y , } ly 








needy ( 1 

a living by t 

companying t 

lication. It is not commonly brilliant, 
too often lamentably deficient. If Ra- 
chel’s s g e, that “ fortune is the 
measure of intelligence,” then poverty is 
evi le nee of lin ite l capa ity, wh ch It too 
frequently proves to be, notwithstanding 
a noble <ception here and there. Now 


an editor is a person under a contract 


with the pul ish them with the 





best things he can afford for his mor ey. 
Charity shown by the publication of an 
inferior article would be like the gen- 
erosity of Claude Duval and the other 


gentlemen highwaymen, who pitied the 





poor so much they robbed the rich to 
have the means of relieving them. 
Though I am not and never was an 
editor, I know something of the trials to 
which they are submitted. They have 
nothing to do but to develope enormous 
calluses at every point of contact with 
authorship. Their business is not a mat- 
- They 


must reject the unfit productions of those 








ter of sympathy, but of intelle: 


whom they long to befriend, because it 














would be a profli 


them. One cannot burn his house 





— 1 fF tho fat] 
to warm the hands even of the fath 


f 
w 


and the widow. 


THE PROFESSOR UNDER CHLOROFORM. 


—— You haven’t heard about my 
friend the Professor’s first experiment in 


the use of anesthetics, have you ? 





He was mightily please l with th re- 


ception of that poem of his about tl 
chaise He spoke to me once or twi 
bout another poem of similar ch t 
e wanted to read me, w 1 him 





} 
I would listen to and criticize. 


One day, after dinner, he came in 








the cheeks and heavy about the eyes.— 
Hy’r’ye ?—he said, and made for an a 
chair, in which he placed first his hat 
and then his person, going smack through 
the crown of the former as neath; they 
do the trick at the circus. The Profes- 
sor j imped at the explosion as if he had 
sat down on one of those small « 

our grandfathers used to sow r l 

orass en there w India it,— 
iron stars, 1y a rusty thorn an 
inch and a stick through moc- 





casins into feet, 





and give ’em lockjaw in a day or two. 

The Professor let off one of those big 
words which lie at the bottom of the best 
man’s vocabulary, but perhaps never 
turn up in his life,—just as every man’s 
1ir may stand on end, but in most men 


it never does. 





After he had got calm, he pulled out a 
sheet or two of manuscript, together with 
a smaller scrap, on which, as he said, he 
had just been writing an introduction or 
prelude to the main performance. A 
certain suspicion had come into my mind 
that the Professor was not quite right, 
which was confirmed by the way he talk- 
ed; but I let him begin. This is the 
way he read it:— 


Pre lude. 


I’m the fellah that tole one day 


The tale of the won’erful one-hoss-shay. 
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Wan’ to hea 


— Funny, wa 


ranother? Say. 

n’'it? Made me laugh,— 
I'm too modest, I am, by half,— 

Made me laugh ’s though I sh’d split,— 
Cahn’ a 
—Fellahs keep sayin’, —“ Well, now that’s 


nice; 





fellah like fellah’s own wit? 


Did it once, but cahn’ do it twice.”"— 
Don’ you b’lieve the’z no more fat; 
Lots in the kitch’n ’z good ’z that. 
Fus’-rate throw, ’n’ no mistake,— 
Han’ us the props for another shake ;— 
Know I'll try, ’n’ guess I'll win; 


Here sh’ goes for hit ’m ag’in! 
Here I thought it necessary to inter- 


pose.—Professor,—I said,—you are ine- 
briated. The style of what you call your 
“ Prelude” shows that it was written un- 
der cerebral excitement. Your articula- 
You have told me three 
times in succession, in exactly the same 
words, that I was the only true friend 
you had in the world that you would 
You smell dis- 


tinctly and decidedly of spirits—I spoke, 


tion is confused. 


unbutton your heart to. 


and paused ; tender, but firm. 

Two large tears orbed themselves be- 
neath the Professor’s lids,—in obedience 
to the principle of gravitation celebrated 
in that delicious bit of bladdery bathos, 
“ The very law that moulds a tear,” with 
which the “Edinburgh Review” attempt- 
ed to put down Master George Gordon 
when that young man was foolishly try- 
ing to make himself conspicuous. 

One of these tears peeped over the 
edge of the lid until it lost its balance,— 


slid an inch and waited for reinforce- 


ments,—swelled again,—rolled down a 
little further, — stopped, — moved on, — 
and at last fell on the back of the Pro- 
fessor’s hand. He held it up for me to 
look at, and lifted his eyes, brimful, till 
they met mine. 

I couldn’t stand it,—I always break 
down when folks ery in my face,—so I 
hugged him, and said he was a dear old 
boy, and asked him kindly what was the 
matter with him, and what made him 
smell so dreadfully strong of spirits. 

Upset his alcohol lamp,—he said,—and 
spilt the alcohol on his legs. That was it. 
—But what had he been doing to get his 
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head into such a state ?—had he really 
excess? What was the 
matter ?—Then it came out that he had 


committed an 


been taking chloroform to have a tooth 
out, which had left him in a very queer 
state, in which he had written the “ Prel- 
ude” given above, and under the influ- 
ence of which he evidently was still. 

I took the manuscript from his hands 
and read the following continuation of 
the lines he had begun to read me, while 
he made up for two or three nights’ lost 


sleep as he best might. 


PARSON TURELL’S LEGACY: 
OR, THE PRESIDENT’S OLD ARM-CHAIR. 
Facts respecting an old arm-ch 


At Cambridge. Is kept in the Co 


Seems but liftle the w 





se tor wear. 
That’s remarkable when I say 


It was old in President Holyoke’s day. 





(One of his boys, perhaps you know, 
Died, at one hundred, years ago) 
Under green bed-clothes in ’69. 
Know old Cambridge? Hope you do.— 
Born there ? 1 was, too. 


} 


house 


’ 


Don’t say so! 


with a gambrel-roof,— 


(Born in a 
Standing still, if you must have proof.— 
“ Gambrel ?—Gambrel ? ”—Let me beg 
You’ll look at a horse’s hinder leg,— 
First great angle above the hoof,— 


} 


That’s the gambrel; ] f.) 


hence cambrel-roof. 
—Nicest place that ever was seen,— 


eT 


! 
’ 


Colleges red and Common gr 


Ss walks brownish with trees between. 











Sweetest spot beneath the skies 


When the canker-worms don’t rise,— 
When the dust, that sometimes flies 
Into your mouth and ears and eyes, 
In a quiet slumber lies, 

Not in the shape of unbaked pies 
Such as barefoot children prize. 


A kind of harbor it seems to be, 
Facing the flow of a boundless sea. 
Rows of gray old Tutors stand 
Ranged like rocks above the sand; 
Rolling beneath them, soft and green, 
Breaks the tide of bright sixteen,— 
One wave, two waves, three waves, four, 
Sliding up the sparkling floor; 

Then it ebbs to flow no more, 
Wandering off from shore to shore 
With its freight of golden ore! 
—Pleasant place for boys to play ;— 
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God bless you, Gentlemen! Learn to give 


Don’t be sil 





> and think 
To bother the colleges, when you die, 
With codicil this, and codicil that, 
That Knowledge may starve while Law grows 
fat: 
at; 


For there never was pitcher that wouldn’t 


Money to colleges while you live. 
] you'll try 


And there’s always a flaw in a donkey's will! 








——THospitality is a good deal a matter 
of latitude, I suspect. The shade of a palm- 
tree serves an African for a hut; his dwell- 
ing loor and no walls; everybody 


can come in. To make a morning call 


on an Esquimaux acquaintance, one must 


creep through a long tunnel; his house 


is all walls and no door, except such a 
one as an apple with a worm-hole has. 
One might, very prol bly, trace a regu- 
lar gradation between these two ex- 
tremes. In cities where the evenings 
are generally hot, the people have porch- 
es at their doors, where the y sit, and this 


is, of course, a provocative to the inter- 





» of civilities. A good deal, which 
in colder regions is ascribed to mean dis- 
positions, belongs really to mean temper- 
ature. 

Once in a while, even in our Northern 
cities, at noon, in a very hot summer's 
day, one may realize, by a sudden exten- 
sion in his sphere of consciousness, how 
closely he is shut up for the most part.— 
Do you not remember something like 
this? July, between 1 and 2, Pp. M. 
Fahrenheit 96°, or thereabout. Win- 
dows all gaping, like the mouths of 
panting dogs. Long, stinging cry of a 
locust comes in from a tree, half a mile 
off; had forgotten there was such a 
tree. Baby’s screams from a house sev- 
eral blocks distant;—never knew of any 
babies in the neighborhood before. Tin- 
man pounding something that clatters 
dreadfully,—very distinct, but don’t know 
of any tinman’s shop near by. Horses 
stamping on pavement to get off flies. 
When you hear these four sounds, you 
may set it down as a warm day. Then it 
is that one would like to imitate the mode 
of life of the native at Sierra Leone, as 


somebody has described it: stroll into the 
market in natural costume,—buy a water- 
melon for a halfpenny,—split it, and scoop 
out the middle,—sit down in one half of 
the empty rind, clap the other on one’s 
head, and feast upon the pulp. 

—I see some of the London jour- 
nals have been attackir 


g some of their 
literary people for lecturing, on the 
ground of its being a public exhibition 
of themselves for money. <A popular au- 
thor can print his lecture; if he deliver 
it, it is a case of questum corpore, or 
making profit of his person. None but 
“snobs” do that. Ergo, ete. ‘To this I 
reply,—Negatur minor. Her Most Gra- 





cious Majesty, the Queen, exhibits her- 
self to the public as a part of the service 
for which she is paid. We do not con- 
sider it low-bred in her to pronounce her 
own speech, and should prefer it so to 


hearing it from any other person or read- 
ing it. His Grace and his Lordship ex- 
hibit themselves very often for popularity, 
and their houses every day for money.— 
No, if a man shows himself other than 
he is, if he belittles himself before an 
audience for hire, then he acts unwor- 
thily. But a true word, fresh from the 
lips of a true man, is worth paying for 


at the rate of « ight dollars a day, or even 
of fifty dollars a lecture. The taunt must 
“= 


} EF saal snet 
an outbreak Of jealousy against the 
renowned authors who have the audacity 
wn , 


to be also orators. The sub-lieutenants 
of the press stick a too popular writer 
and speaker with an epithet in England, 
instead of with a rapier, as in France.— 
Poh! All England is one great menag- 
erie, and, all at once, the jackal, who 
admires the gilded cage of the royal 


o 
beast, must protest against the vulgarity 
of the talking-bird’s and the nightingale’s 
being willing to become a part of the 
exhibition ! 


THE LONG PATH. 
(Last of the Parentheses.) 


Yes, that was my last walk with the 
schoolmistress. It happened to be the 











the 





a very nice young woman, who had been 
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THE VOICELESS. 


We count the broken lyres that rest 


Where the sweet wailing singers slumber,— 














But o’er the ilent sister’s breast 
Phe i s wi toop to 1 
ber? 
A can tou the r > string, 
A sy Fame is proud to win them;— 
Alas those t never sing, 
I with all their music in them! 
Na eve not for the dead alone 
W e song has told their hearts’ sad sto- 
ry,— 
Weep for the voiceless, who have known 
rhe cross wi it the crown of glory! 
av I ian DI € eep 
oO S 3 met unted billow, 
But it-dews weep 
0 ; $ rchyard pillow 
O hearts that break and give no sien 
Dave il yr lip i tuding 
Till D 1 ut his r ul 
S f M , es. 
If sir g th or ng chord 
lo every | len } r were given, 
What endless melodies were poured, 
As sad as earth, as sweet a heaven! 


I hope that our landlady’s daughter is 


not so badly off, after all. That young 


man from another city, who made the 
remark which you remember about Bos- 
ton State-house and Boston folks, has 
appeared at our table repeatedly of late, 
and has seemed to me rather attentive to 
this young lady. Only last evening I 
saw him leaning over her while she was 


playing the accordion,—indeed, I under- 





took to join them in a song, and got as 


far as Come rest in this boo-o0o,” when, 
my voice getting tremulous, I turned off, 
as one steps out of a pro ession, and left 
the basso and soprano to finish it. I see 
no reason why this young woman should 
not be a very proper match for a man 
that laughs about Boston State-house. 
He can’t be very particular. 

The young fellow whom I have so 
often mentioned was a little free in his 
remarks, but very good-natured.—Sorry 
to have you go,—he said.—Schoolma’am 


made a mistake not to wait for me. 


Haven't taken anything but mournin’ 
fruit at breakfast since I h 
Mourning fruit,—said 1,—wh 


that ? —— Huckleberries and blackber- 








ries;—said be:—couldn’t eat in colors 
} > + « } at? 7 
raspberries, currants, and such, after a 
ii 
l 


solemn thing like this | 





appening.—T 
conceit seemed to please the young fellow. 
If you will believe it, when we came down 
to breakfast the next morning, he had car- 


ki ow those 


t figure so 


ried it out as follows. 


odious | 





largely at boarding-houses, and especially 
at taverns, into which a strenuous attend- 
ant female trowels little dabs, sombre of 


tint and heterogeneous of composition, 


l- 


which it makes you feel homesi 





and into which you px ke 





ery teaspoon with the air of 
a cat diy ping her foot into a wash-tub,— 


(not that I mean to say anything 





against 


them, for, when they are of tinted porce- 
lain or starry many-fa l al 





1 crystal, and 
hold clean bri 


honey, or “lucent syrups tin 





berries, or pale virgin 
t with cin- 
namon, and the teaspoon is of white sil- 


I 
ver, with the Tower-sta 





mp, solid, but not 
brutally heavy,—as people in the green 


ae ’ , 
stage of milhonism wi t 


: . 
i have tnem,— I 
“an dally with their amber semi-fluids or 


glossy spherules without a shiver,)—you 





1 1: 
know these small, de ep a ’ I say 
When we came down the next morning, 


each of these (two only excepted) was 
covered with a broad leaf. On lifting 
this, each boarder found a small heap of 
solemn black huckleberries. But one of 
those plates held red currants, and was 
covered with a red rose; the other held 
white currants, and was covered with a 
white rose. There was a laugh at this at 
first, and then a short silence, and I no- 


ticed that her lip trembled, and the old 


gentleman opposite was in troul le to get 


at his 


vaandanna handkerchief. 

—— “ What was the use in waiting | 
We should be too late for Switzerland, 
that season, if we waited much longer. 
The hand I held trembled in mine, and 


the eves fell meek! as Esther bowed 








herself before the feet of Ahasuerus.— 


She had been reading that chapte r, for 











632 The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 


pleasure than the modest tributes of our 
fellow-boarders,—for there was not one, 
I believe, who did not send something. 
The landlady would insist on making an 
elegant bride-cake, with her own hands; 
to which Master Benjamin Franklin 
wished to add certain embellishments 
out of his private funds,—namely, a Cu- 
pid: in a mouse-trap, done in white sugar, 
and two miniature flags with the stars 
and stripes, which had a very pleasing 
effect, 1 assure you. The landlady’s 
daughter sent a richly bound copy of 
Tupper’s Poems. On a blank leaf was 
the following, written in a very delicate 


and careful hand :-— 


Presented to . 


n in holy matrimony. 





r beam o’er her! 


Even the poor relative thought she must 
do something, and sent a copy of “ The 
Whole Duty of Man,” bound in very at- 


tractive variegated sheepskin, the edges 
nicely marbled. From the divinity-stu- 
dent came the loveliest English edition 
of “ Keble’s Christian Year.” I opened 


it, when it came, to the Fourth Sund: 





yin 
Lent, and read that angelic poem, sweet- 
er than anything I can remember since 
Xavier’s “My God, I love thee.”——I 


am not a Churchman,—I don’t believe 





in planting oaks in flower-pots,—but such 
a poem as “ The Rose-bud” makes one’s 
heart a proselyte to the culture it grows 
from. Talk about it as much as you 
like,—one’s bres ding shows itself no- 
where more than in his religion. A man 
should be a gentleman in his hymns and 
prayers ; the fondness for “scenes,” 
among vulgar saints, contrasts so mean- 
ly with that— 


od angels look 





a ” 
issiul scene, — 


’ 
and that other,— 


“ He could not trust his melting soul 
But in his Maker’s sight,’— 


that I hope some of them will see this, 
and read the poem, and profit by it. 
My laughing and winking young friend 





[ October, 


undertook to procure and arrange the 
flowers for the table, and did it with im 
mense zeal. I never saw him look hap- 
pier than when he came in, his hat saucily 
on one side, and a cheroot in his mouth, 
with a huge bunch of tea-roses, which he 
said were for “ Madam.” 

One of the last things that came was 
an old square box, smelling of « amphor, 
tied and sealed. It bore, in faded ink, 
the marks, “ Calcutta, 1805.” On opening 
it, we found a white Cashmere shawl, with 
a very brief note from the dear old gen- 
tleman opposite, saying that he had kept 
this some years, thinking he might want 
it, and many more, not knowing what to 
do with it—that he had never seen it 
unfolded since he was a young super- 
cargo,—and now, if she would spread it 


on her sl lers, it would make him feel 





coal 
MUA 
young to look at it. 

Poor Bridget, or Biddy, our red-armed 
maid of all work! What must she do 
but buy a small copper breast-pin and 
put it under “ Schoolma’am’s” pl ite that 
morning, at breakfast? And School 


ma’am would wear it,—though I made 





her cover it, as well as I could, with a 
tea-rose. 

It was my last breakfast as a boarder, 
and I could not leave them in utter sk 
] 


scence, 


Good-bye,—I said,—my dear friends, 


one and all of you! I have been long 
with you, and I find it hard parting. I 
have to thank you for a thousand courte- 
sies, and above all for the patience and 
indulgence with which you have listened 
to me when I have tried to instruct or 
amuse you. My friend the Professor 
(who, as well as my friend the Poet, is 
unavoidably absent on this interesting 
occasion) has given me reason to s! 


pose that he would occupy my 





chair about the first of January next. I 
he comes among you, be kind to him, as 
you have been to me. May the Lord 
bless you all !—And we shook hands all 
round the table. 

Half an hour afterwards the breakfast 
things and the cloth were gone. I look: 


ed up and down the length of the bare 
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boards, over which I had so often ut- 


tered my sentiments and experiences— 
and—— Yes, I am a man, like another. 
All sadness vanished, as, in the midst 
of these old friends of mine, whom you 
know, and others a little more up in the 
world, perhaps, to whom I have not in- 
troduced you, I took the schoolmistress 
before the altar from the hands of th 


old gentleman who used to sit opposite, 


and who would insist on giving her 


away. 

And now we two are walking the long 
path in peace together. The “school- 
mistress” finds her skill in teaching call- 
ed for again, without going abroad to 
seek little scholars. Those visions of 
mine have all come tr 


I hope you all love me none the less 


THE DOT AND LINE ALPHABET. 


Just in the triumph week of that 


Great Tel ipl 





ae : : 
which takes its name 


from the ATLANTIC Montacy, I read 


in the September number of that 





J 
nal the revelations of a observer who 


n 
was surprised to find that he had the pow- 


I 
I 
er of reading, as they run, the revelations 
of the wire. I had the ve that he 
was about to explain to t 
which, with a stupid fatuity, the public 


has, as yet, failed to grasp. Because its 





signals have been first applied by means 

. ) + + « + ~ y . 
af elect: wnetism, and afterwards by 
means of t cl nical power of elec- 


tri ity, the many-headed people refuses 


l might do very easi- 





ls, for the simple r 





inte lligence, — whateve r 
fhe power employed. 

The it invention of Mr. Morse is 
his register and alphabet. He himself 
laims any pretension to the 


; . Se 
con ntion of the use of elec- 





cht of that and suggested 
it; but Morse was the first to give the 
errand-boy such a written message, that 
nor mis- 
The public, 


eager to thank Morse, as he deserves, 








thanks him for something he did not in- 
vent. Fo this ] probably cares very 
Nor do I eare more. sut the 


iim for what he 





as an errand-boy. Hundreds of 





how the 


7 








am really sorry both 
on the score of his fame, and of general 
convenience. 

Please to understand, lol int 
Reader, that this curious aly et reduc- 
es all the complex machinery of Cad- 
mus and the rest of the writing-masters to 
characters a simpli is can be made | 1 
dot, a space, and a line, variously com- 


bined. Thus, the marks - — designa 

the letter A. The m 

nate the letter B. 
] 


are designated in as 


Ni Ww I am st 








the private comforts of 


what will one not do for 
] } 
| 


< - . . . 
when I « xXplain that this sin 








need not be ied to ele tri il sig- 
nals. Zong and short make it all,—and 
wherever long and short can be combin- 
ed, be it in marks, sounds, sneezes, faint- 
ing-fits, canes, or children, ideas can be 
conveyed by this arrangement of tl 


long and short together. Only last nig! 


Wilber- 


at a summer party at the Hammer- 





I was talking scandal witl 
for 


smiths. To my amazement, my w 





scarcely can play “ The 

pipe,” interrupted us by asking 
) 

Wilberforce if she could give her the idea 


of an air in “The Butcher of Turin.” 
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Mrs. Wilberforce had never heard that 
opera,—indeed, had never heard of it. 
My angel-wife was surprised, — stood 
thrumming at the piano,—wondered she 
could not catch this very odd bit of dis- 
cordant a cord at all_—but checked her- 
self in her effort, as soon as I observed 
that her long notes and short notes, in 
their tum-tee, tee,—tee-tee, tee-tum tum, 
meant, “He’s her brother.” The con- 
versation on her side turned from “The 
Butcher of Turin,” and I had just time, 
on the hint thus given me by Mrs. L, to 
pass a grateful eulogium on the distin- 
guished statesman whom Mrs. Wilber- 
force, with all a sister’s care, had rocked 
in his baby-cradle,—whom, but for my 
wife’s long and short notes, I should have 
clumsily abused among the other states- 
men of the day. 

You will see, in an instant, awakening 
Reader, that it is not the business simply 


of “operators” in tele 





raphic dens to 





know this Morse alphabet, but your busi- 
ness, and that of every man and woman. 
If our school-com 
times, it would be taught, even before 


yhy or physiology, at school. I 


mittees understood the 





phonogray 


believe both these sciences now pree ede 
the old English alphabet. 
As I write these words, the bell of the 
South Congregational strikes dong, dong, 
} 


dong ; —— d ne, dong, dong, aong, — 


dong,—dong. Nobody has unlocked the 


} } rm 
church-door. ‘J 


ie old tin sign, “ In case 
of fire, the key will be found at the oppo- 
site house,” has long since been taken 
down, and made into the nose of a water- 
pot. Yet there is no Goody Two-Shoes 
locked in. No! But, thanks to Dr. Chan- 
ning’s Fire-Alarm, the bell is informing 
the So ith End th if there is a fire in Dis- 
trict Dong-dong-dong, — that is to say, 
District No. 3. Before I have explained 
to you so far, the “ Eagle” engine, with a 
good deal of nm ise, has passed the house 
on its way to that fated district. An im- 
mense improvement this on the old sys- 
tem, when the engines radiated from their 
houses in every possible direction, and 
the fire was extinguished by the few ma- 


chines whose lines of quest happened to 


[ October, 


cross each other at the particular place 
where the child had been building cob- 
houses out of lucifer-matches in a paper- 
warehouse. Yes, it is a very great im- 
provement. All those persons, like you 
and me, who have no property in District 
Dong-dong-dong, can now sit at home at 
ease,—and little need we think upon 
the mud above the knees of those who 
have property in that district and are 
running to look after it. But for them 
the improvement only brings misery. 
You arrive wet, hot or cold, or both, at 
the large District No. 3, to find that the 
lucifer-matches were half a mile from 
your store,—and that your own private 
watchman, even, had not been waked by 
the working of the distant engines. Wet 
property-holder, as you walk home, con- 
sider this. When you are next in the 
Common Council, vote an appropriation 
for applying Morse’s alphabet of long 
and short to the bells. Then they can 
be made to sound intelligibly. Daung 
ding ding,—ding,—ding dating,—datng 


daung daung, and so on, will tell you, as 


you wake in the night, that it is Mr. B.’s 
store which is on fire, and not yours, or 
that it is yours, and not his. This is not 
only a convenience to you and a relief to 
your wife and family, who will thus be 
spared your excursions to unav tilable and 
unsatisfactory fires, and your somewhat 
irritated return,—it will be a great relief 
to the Fire Department. How plac id 
the operations of a fire where none at- 
tend except on business! The various 
engines arrive, but no throne of distant 
citizens, men and boys, fearful of the 
destruction of their all. They have all 
roused on their pillows to learn that it is 
No. 530 Pearl Street which is in flames. 
All but the owner of No. 530 Pearl 
Street have dropped back to sleep. He 
alone has rapidly repaired to the scene. 
That is he, who stands in the uncrowded 
street with the Chief Engineer, on the 
deck of No. 18, as she plays away. His 
property destroyed, the engines retire,— 
he mentions the amount of his insurance 
to those persons who represent the daily 


press, they all retire to their homes,—and 





- — -— tk -& fe — eo mw a . o> nie 
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ce the whole is finished as simply, almost, as gasps were long and some very sfaccato ; 
1D» was his private entry in his day-book the —nor did pretty littlke Mabel Warren. 


afternoon before. She recovered her color, —and, as soon 
m- This is what might be, if the mag- as silence was in the least restored, an- 
netic alarm onl 


y struck long and short, swered, “ Rio is the capital of Brazil,’”— 

and we had all learned Morse’s alpha- as modestly and properly as if she had 

at bet. Indeed, there 

ll, if you would only give nothing but children, any of them,—but 

them time enoug 
, 


is nothing the bells been taught it in her cradle. Th y are 
on could not te 


We have only one that afternoon, after they had done all 


‘ 


chime, for musical purposes, in the town. the singing the city needed for its annual 
em But ‘ 
’ “" 


ry: the bells the Morse alphabet, and every and Mabel start for a long expedition 


in Boston might chant in mono- into West Roxbury—and when he came 


( 


without attempting tunes, only give entertainment of the singers, I saw Bob 


the tone the words of “Hail Columbia” at back, I know it was a long featherfew, 
‘orm length, every Fourth of July. Indeed, from her prize school-bouquet, that he 





tS if Mr. Ba rd should report any day pressed in reene’s “ Ar 





” “17 
Sis, with 





























| DY that a discouraged "prentice-boy had left a short 1 of maiden’s hair. 
Vet town for his country home, all the bells I hope nobody will write a letter to 
on- could instantly be set to work to speak “The Atlantic,” to say that these are very 
the articulately, in language regarding which _ trifling uses. The communication of use- 
hon the dullest imag tion need not be at loss, ful information is never trifling. It is as 
ng I ~H important to save a nice child from mor- 
can Lord M r of Boston! tification on examination-d Ly, as it is to 
ng I have suggested the propriety of in- tell Mr. Fremont that he is not elected 
ing trodu ing this phal t inte the primary President If, he wever, the re vd I is dis- 
pdawe school I need not say I have taught it tressed, because these il itions do 
B.’s to my own children —and I have been seem to his more beni observation 
or rrat d to yw rapidly it made head, to belong to tl big bow-wow s n ol 
aos again I e complex lp! il in human life, let him consider the arrange- 
t to the o Of course it s: ment which ought to have en made 
s be —an alpl ) characters matched years since, for lee shores, railroad col- 
nd agains ix Or [ torty- lisions, and that curious class of mari- 
what odd, as very odd one of the phono- time accidents where one steamer runs 
eet typists emy Ont in-medal- into another under the impression tha 
acid day I w ed | exam- she is a light hous« Imagine tl I ( 
- ination. O f the asked a alphabet applied to a steam-whistle, h 
om nice girl, vhat was tl Brazil. is often heard five miles. It needs only 
stant The child looked tire: und, for y and short again. “ Stop ( ” 
th an instant, hesitated. he had for instance, when you send it « i 
1" 
7 time to « it herself, all answering was_ the railroad line, by the wire, is ex 
cle rendered ssil an awful turn of pressed thus . . 
_ # whooping on one of my own 
‘ ) 
Pearl sons was § 1 with—who had gone to happens 
He the ex ition with me. H iwm, hem 
— I 1;—i 1 | 1 hem;—hem, hem ;— p 
oo I 1 hem;—hem hem hem ;— rumpery 
oon hem, he ked the poor child, who message do then! If, however, you hav 
His was at tl posite extreme of the school- the wit to sound your long and s 
ia room. ‘I s tators and the committee on an engine-whistle, thus Sere 
nce looked to iim fall dead with a broken scre ; screeee ; scre scre; scre scre s 
daily blood-v I confess that I felt no scre ; scre scre—scre, scre scre, screeece 
—and alarm I erved that some of his screeeee; scre; screeeee ;—why, tl t 
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whole neighborhood, for five miles round, 
will know that Comet must stop, if only 
and, 





they understand spoken language, 
among others, the engineman of Comet 
will understand it; and Comet will not 
run into that wreck of worlds which 
gives the order,—with his nucleus of hot 
iron and his tail of five hundred tons of 
coal.—So, of the signals which fog-bells 
can give, attached to licht-houses. How 
excellent to have them proclaim through 
the darkness, “I am Wall”! Or of sig- 
nals for steamship-engineers. When our 


gin 
ere on board the “Arabia” the 





i 
other day, and she and the “ Europa” 
pit hed into each other,—as if, on that 
happy week, all the continents were to 
kiss and join hands all round,—how great 


the relief to the passengers on each, if, 





gh every night of their passage, 
ion had been prevented by this sim- 
ple expedient! One boat would have 
screamed, “ Europa, Europa, Europa,” 
eht to morning,—and the other, 


ibia, Arabia, Arabia,”—and neither 





been mistaken, as one un- 





ately was, for a light-house. 





long and short of it is, that who- 
ever can mark distinctions of time can 


use this alphabet of long-and-short, how- 





ever he may mark them. It is, therefore, 


gent be- 


within the compass of all intelli 


* con- 





Ings, CX¢ ept those who are no lon 
scious of the passage of time, having ex- 
changed its limitations for the wider 


sweep of eternity. The illimitable range 





his alphab« t, however, is not half dis- 
closed when this has been said. Most 


articulate lancuage addresses itself to one 





sense, or at most to two, sight and sound. 
I see, as I write, that the particular illus- 
trations I have given are all of them con- 


fined .to signals seen or signals heard. 





sut the dot-and-line alphabet, in the few 
years of its history, has already shown 
that it is not restricted to these two 
senses, but makes itself intelligible to all. 
Its message, of course, is heard as well as 
read. Any good operator understands 
the sounds of its ticks upon the flowing 
strip of paper, as well as when he sees it. 
As he lies in his cot at midnight, he will 
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expound the passing message without 
striking a light to see it. But this is only 
what may be said of any written lan- 
guage. You can read this article to 
your wife, or she can read it, as she pre- 
fers: that is, she chooses whether it shall 
address her eye or her ear. But the 
long-and-short alphabet of Morse and 
his imitators despises such narrow range. 
It addresses whichever of the five senses 
the listener chooses. This fact is illu» 
trated by a curious set of anecdotes—nev- 
er yet put in print, I think—of that criti- 
cal dispatch which in one night announe- 
ed General Taylor’s death to this whole 
land. Most of the readers of these lines 
probably read that dispatch in the morn- 
ing’s paper. The compositors and ede 
tors had read it. To them it was a dis 
patch to the eye. But half the opera 
tors at the stations heard it ticked out 





gister stroke, and knew it be- 


by the r 





fore they wrote it down for the press. 
To them it was a dispatch to the ear. 
My good friend Langenzunge had not 
that resource. He had just been prom 
ised, by the General himself, (under 
whom he served at Palo Alto,) the office 
of Superintendent of the Rocky-Mountain 
Lines. He was returning from Wash 
ington over the Baltimore and Ohio Rail- 
road, on a freight-train, when he heard 
of the President’s danger. Langenzunge 
loved Old Rough and Ready,—and he 
felt badly about his own office, too. But 


his extempore train chose to stop at a 





forsaken shanty-village on the Potomac, 


for four mortal hours, at midnight. What 
does he do, but walk down the line in- 


to the darkness, climb a t legray h-post, 


cut a wire, and apply the two ends to his 


é, at the fatal moment, the 


‘ 


tongue, to ta 


words, “Died at half past ten.” Poor 





L ing 


nzunge! he hardly had nerve to 
solder the wire again. Cogs told me 
that they had just fitted up the Naguada- 
vick stations with Bain’s chemical re- 
volving dise. This dise is ch irged with 
a salt of potash, which, when the electric 
spark passes through it, is changed to 
Prussian blue. Your dispatch is noise- 


lessly written in dark blue dots and lines. 





oN Pee 





re 
ses 
UL 


nc 
ole 
es 
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Just as the disc started on that fatal dis- 
pat h, and ¢ ogs bent over it to read, his 


oi we - 
spirit-lamp blew up,—as the dear things 
will. They were beside themselves in 
the lonely, dark office; but, while the 
men were fumbling for matches, which 


would not go, Cogs’s sister, Nydia, a 





, who had learned Bain’s 
| n Dr. Howe at South Bos- 
ton, bent over the chemical paper, and 
| ussiate of potash, as it 


formed itself in lines and dots to tell the 





ost anybody used to read- 


id books can read the em- 


i 1 Morse messages with the finver,— 
and § i lessage was read at all the 
mid W stations where no _night- 





my! v circle of acquaintance, there- 


4 y } nit i 
there were these simu ine IS INn- 


i¢ Same messavce was 
s tasted, and felt. So 
ul he dot-and-line alphabet, — 
f B s on the same principle as 
Morse’s 
I l s t} re, first, that 
the dot-and alphabet can be em- 
ployed by a eing 
eosin : 





and y es of 
these hn \y 
to the N ind 

+ ’ 


say of Bulls.” Also, I hope the reader 


sees that the alphabet can be understood 


LITERARY 


Par M. Victor Cousin. 
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We render hearty thanks to M. Cousin 
for this new edition of a favorite work. 
No library which contains Pascal’s “ Pro- 


nsées ” should be with- 





out it. 





by any intelligent being who has any one 
of the five senses left him.—by all 
tional men, that is, exc¢ pting tl 
less deaf’ pe rsons who have lost both tasté 


and smell in some complete paralysis. 
The use of Morse’s tel craph is | 








I no 
means confined to the small clique who 
possess or who understand elk trical 
batteries. tt only the torpedo o1 
the Gymn electricus that can l 
, 
oO 
} 
, 
] 
1 
+ 
» 
] 
Q tel 
] } + 
e can 
( at 





tomers in an alphabet of short-sixes and 
long-nines. A beleaguered Sebastopol 
may explain its wants to the relieving 
army beyond the line of the Chernaya 


by the lispings of its short Paixhans and 


ts long twenty-fours. 


NOTICES. 


“Of all the monuments of the French 
language,” says M. Cousin, in the Avant- 
propos to this new edition, ‘none is more 
celebrated than the work ‘Les Pensées,’ 
and French literature possesses no artist 
more consummate than Pascal. Do not 





expect to find in this young geometrician, 
so soon consumed by disease and passion, 


the breadth, surface, and infinite variety 
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of Bossuet, who, supported by vast and 
uninterrupted study, rose and rose until he 
gained the loftiest reaches of intellect and 
art, and commanded at pleasure every tone 
and every style. Pascal did not fulfil all 
his destiny. Besides the mathematics and 
natural philosophy he knew scarcely more 
a little 


than theology, and he barely passed 


It is true, Pascal 





through good society. 
passed away from earth quickly ; but dur- 
ing his short life he 


the heau idéal, he 


liscerned glimpses of 
attached himself to it 
with all his heart 
and he 
his hands unless it bore its lively impress. 
passi 
tradition 


and soul and strength, 


never allowed anything to leave 


So great was his 


that 


m for perfection, 
tells us he 
’ thir- 


unchallenged 





wrote the seventeenth ‘ Provincis 





teen times over. ‘Les Pensées’ are 
merely fragments of great work on 
which he consumed the last years of his 


life; but these fragn 


ents sometimes pre- 


inished a beauty, that we do not 
know which most to admire, the grandeur 
and vigor of the 


sentiments and ideas, or 


the delicacy and depth of the art.” 
gerated 
career was run by this genius! 


ing the 


What a 
Dise ver- 


This praise is unexag 


science of twelve 


f geometry at 


years of age,—next inventing the arith- 


metical machine,—discovering atmospher- 


ic pressure, le every pl il ysophe r was 





prating about “ Nature’s horror of a va- 
wheelbarrow, to 
the 


,—inventing the 


cuum,”’—inventing the 





divert his mind from the pains of 
toothache, eding 
theory ot probabilities,—establishing the 
first the 


public,—then writing the “ Provinciales,” 


and succes 


omnibuses that ever relieved 


—<dying at thirty-three, leaving behind him 
two small volumes (you may carry them 


in your pocket) which are the unchal- 
lengeable title-deeds of his immortal fame, 
the 


Macaulay, and Cousin! Where else can so 


favorite works of Gibbon, Voltaire, 
crowded and so short a career be found ? 
It is scarcely possible to repress a smile 
in reading this work and discovering the 
patient care with which M. Cousin avoids 
speaking of the “ Provinciales.” And it 
is strange to say (no contemptible proof 
of the influence exercised by the Church 
of Rome, even when checked as it is in 
France) decent edition of the 
can be found in the French 
While we possess M. Cousin’s 


that no 
“ Provinciales ” 
language. 


“Etudes sur Pascal,” and M. Havet’s edi- 
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tion of “ Les Pensées,” the only edi 


ions of 
lot 


Les Provinciales ” of recent date are the 


miserable publications of Charpentier and 
the Didots. Editions of Voltaire and Rous- 
seau are numerous, elaborate, and elegant; 
for atheism is pardoned much more easily 
than abhorrence of the Jesuits. 

The volume named at the head of this 
article contains a great many valuable doo 
uments relating to Pascal and his family: 
all of Pascal’s correspondence known to 
exist, including his celebrated letter on the 
death of Etienne Pascal, his father, which 
is usually printed in “‘ Les Pensées,” being 
cut up into short sentences to fit it for that 
work, a large part of it being omitted ; his 
Love; curious details 
concerning the De Roanner family; an 
text of th 


a curious fac-simile of a 


singular essay on 


“ Pensées ”; 
page of that 
\ Cow 


essay on the true 


work ; and a discussion (perhaps M 
sin would say a refutation) of Pascal’s 


philosophy. But we must protest against 
the easy manner in which M. Cousin wears 
When a book has reached its 


his honors. 


fifth edition and is evidently destined toa 
good many more during the auth 
time, he lies under an obligation t 





the new information 


ed, and the additional thoughts which may 


he may have collect 


have occurred to him, during the intervals 





between different editions, in a form 
venient to the reader th 


and new notes. To 


more con 
prefaces master the 


information contained in this work is no 


ut a severe task, ar 
to be a complish« d exct pt u 
This is the mot 
because M. Cousin is 
from all official and 
l involve the 


recreation, | 





perusals of the book. 
excusable 
professional cares; 
and it woul 
as he 


compositions. 


less labor to |} 


never writes, but dictates all his 


Belle Brittan on a 
Here and There. 
Jackson. 1858. 


Tour ; at N cport, and 


New York: Derby & 


Tne compulsion of hunger, or the re- 
quest of friends, was the excuse for the 
sorry books in Pope’s time 
The 
writer of the book, the title of which we 


printing of 


and it has not become obsolete yet. 


have given above, pleads the latter alter- 
native as the occasion of this publication. 
He says it was “a few friends” that pre 














1858.1] 
a4 





ferred this request. It is unfortunate for 
him that he had any so void of judgment 
He thinks his Letters 
will “receive unjust censure,’ 
We think that he may 
relieve his mind of any such apprehension. 
We cannot think his book at all likely to 
dispraise than it richly merits. 


and empty of taste. 
> as well as 


“undue praise.” 


receive more 


A more discreditable one, not absolutely 


indictable, we has seldom issued 


hope, 
from the American press. 
What motive the author had in assum- 
He 


been very unfortunate in his 


ing a female character, we know not. 


certainly has 
female acquaintance, if he accurately imi- 
tates their tone of thought and style of talk, 
in his letters. Should they happen to fall 


in the way of any foreigners, we beg them 


to believe that this is not the way in which 


But we thi 





American women converse. 
that ] 


there can ly be 
spoony as n 


scarce a cockney so 


t to “spy a great peard under 


her muffler,”’ and know that it is a man awk- 
wardly masquerading in women’s clothes. 
It is a libel 
to put such bal 


on the women of the country, 


rdash into the 





mouth of 
one supposed to have been 
finished at a fifth-rate boarding school. 


The letters are in the worst style of the 


“Own Correspondents ” of third-rate pa- 
pers. The ‘ ulhead”’ perks itself in your 
face at every turn, in flunkeyish gratitude 


for invitations, drinks, dinners, and free 





passes,—tro 


od down to 


gentlemanly Lord Na- 
and gentle- 


pier, ‘intelligent 
manly” railway-<« 
ly and attentiv 


gentleman- 
” hotel-clerks, “ 


1 gallant” tavern-keepers, 


mductors, 
gracious, 
gentlemanly, an 


! 


and their “lovely and accomplished brides.” 
The soul of a footman is expressed by the 
pen of an abi the 
Humphrey Clinker, nor the other a Wini- 
fred 
admire the 
a lively, intelligent, 


gail_—and not a 


one 


Jenkins,—and we are expected to 


result as a good imitation of 
well-bred American 


! We protest ag ui 


young lady 





nst the prof- 
anation. 
The letters take a wide range of subject, 


and treat of “ Shakspeare, taste, and the 


” ina vein that would have 
Lady Blarney and 
bella Wilhelmina Amelia Skeggs 
We might divert our readers 


musical glasses, 
done no discredit to 
Miss Ar 


themselves 





with some specimens of criticism, or opin- 
ion, did our limits admit of such entertain- 
ment. We can only inform them, on Belle 
Brittan’s 


authority, that worthy Dr. 
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Charles Mackay, who suffers through- 
the 


chronic —attacks of puffery, is 


out book from intermittent — nay, 


‘one of 
the best living poets of England ”’ ; Made- 
is “* bet- 
ter than Ellsler” ; and pretty Mrs. John 
Wood, the lively soubrette of the 
Theatre, “possesses many of the rarest 
! But these 


are inanities which an inexperienced and 


moiselle Lamoureux, the danseuse, 
Boston 


requisites of a great actress ”’ 
half-taught girl might possibly utter in a 
familiar letter. Not so, we trust, as to the 


belief expresst d by Belle Brittan, rE 


in puf 


ing “Jim Parton’s, Fanny Fern’s Jim’s,” 
Life of Burr,— more charming than a 
novel,” because, as she implies, of the suc- 
cessful libertinism of its hero,—when she 


says, speaking in the name of the maidens 


of America 


like our first parents, when the hour of our 


, “ We all, I suppose, must fall, 
temptation comes ” ! 
Wwe 


have bestows 


have given th« 


should not 


d on thi 


space we 
s worthless book, had 


] + 


it not been made the occasion of newspa- 
per puffs innumerable, recommending it 
to the public as something worthy of their 
time and money. It is one of the worst 


signs of our time that a false good 
should lead 


currency 


nature 
or imperfect tast respectable 
papers to give to books destitute 
of all merit, by the application to them 
of stereotyped phrases of c 


These k tters, 


without 


mmendation. 





without a grace of 
a flash of 
ray of humor, deformed by coars« 


self-conceit, 


wit, without a 





ing, vulgar and ignorant as- 


are bepraised as if they 


sumption, were 
fresh from the 
the image and superscription of Madame 
de Sévigné or Lady Mary Wortley ! 
evil must be cured, or the daily press may 
find that it will cure itself. 

We know nothing of the 


mint of genius, and bore 





author of this 
book, excepting what he has here shown 
He 


better things, and when they come before 


us of himself. may be capable of 
us, we shall rejoice to do them justice. But 
we advise him, first of all, to discard his 
disguise, which becomes him as ill as the 
gown of Mrs. Ford’s “ maid’s aunt, the fat 
woman of Brentford,” did Sir John Fal- 
staff. Or, if he will persist in playing 
the part of a woman, let him bear in mind 
that to be unmanly is not necessarily to 
be womanly, and that it does not follow 
that one writes like a lady because he does 
not write like a gentleman. 
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De- 
Me- 
Sur- 


yok for the 
ngineer, and 
Pro- 
jection, Mechanical, Architectural, and 
Topographical 


veyor. Comprising Geometrical 
Drawing, 
Edited by 
York: D. 


Perspective, 
W. E. 
Applet nm 


and Isometry. 


Wortuen. New 


Co. 1857. 


us in this book 
compilation 
ious branches 
ing, with real 
if what was 


} fT 


k, condensed all the 


s and directions to be 
of MM. Le Brun and 


reometrical mechan- 
irbett on 
espe 

| , 


draw 
ments in 
compieten 
marks t 


ing, 


illa planned by 


Mr. Upjohn being the only really tasteful 
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given. 
rarely much 
with 
great neatness rather than artistic beauty, 
stand very well for that style of building 
which consults comfort and attains it, but 


and appropriate dwelling-house 
The designs by Downing, 
more than commodious ri 


it is a misuse of words to call them artistic, 
Picturesque they may be at times, but 


often the af 


fectation of external style puts 
Downing’s designs into the category of 
Gothic follies and 
which the outside gives the lie to the 
le,—emulating in wood the forms of 
roof 
snow will never lie three inches deep all 
need. We 


Grecian villanies, in 
insic 
stone, giving to cottages on whose 
the pite h a Swiss chalet would 
are especially sorry to s¢ 
Thomas’s house in Fifth / 
York,—the most 


pile of building material 


absurd and ludicrous 
be 
such 
by the ed- 

‘ uniting 
ffect,” “‘ ad- 


then, how- 


which can 


found o he avenue,—and to find 


f taste as is shown 


commendation of as 


tor’s 


hne grand 


rally abstains from much ex 


the 


s or 


1-engine are 


rom American models 
lating e1 


and in- 
‘Golden 


oOscl 


are 
great 
ision in 


that it is ¢ 


h cont 


ites, sO 


numbering of the | 
problem at times to find the illustration 
desired. 
The tinted illustrations, 
eir proposed purpose, 
the art of lithotinting,—co 


tuve 
would have profited by a littl 


and cheap. The publish 


ality in this re spect 








